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PREFACE 


THE  beauty  of  poetry  consists  in  the  life  or 
soul  of  the  piece.     The  life  soul  of  music 
is  the  spiritual  passion  displayed.    The  suc- 
cess of  the  rehearsal  depends   upon  the  training 
and  talents  of  the  operator.    It  is  the  same  with 
written  poetry.    The  true  life  of  the  poem  is  the 
spiritual   soul  manifested.      The   success   of  the 
endeavour  depends  on  the  training  and  experience 
of  the  writer. 

I  have  made  no  attempt  to  rival  the  work  of 
our  highest  talented  word  painters;  but  I  have 
sought  to  give  the  Divine  breathings  of  a  living 
soul. 


THOMAS  P.  LUCfiS 


Vera  Papaw  Hospital 
Mew  Farm 
Brisbane 


2218149 


A  brief  Personal  Note  from  the  Author  to  the  Reader. 


Although  born  in  Dunbar,  in  July.,  1843,  I  can  lay  no 
claim  to  be  a  Scotchman.  The  records  of  heraldry  trace 
back  my  ancestry  to  the  cross-bearer  who  accompanied  and 
ministered  to  William  of  Normanby  in  the  Norman  Conquest. 
My  own  impression  is  that  our  heredity  comes  down  from 
Luke,  the  beloved  physician,  the  "Lucas"  whom  the  Apostle 
Paul  saluted  in  one  of  his  epistles.  For  generations,  law, 
physic,  and  divinity,  have  claimed  their  sons  and  servant* 
in  our  family.  On  the  other  hand,  through  the  gift  of  large 
estates  which  the  Conqueror  made  to  his  chaplain,  a 
proportion  of  the  descendants  worked  as  farmers  or  yoemen 
agriculturists.  Again,  inventive  genius  too  often  worked 
out  inventions  which  benefltted  others  mare  than  the 
inventors  themselves.  Thus,  I  remember,  one  uncle  invented 
great  improvements  in  agricultural  instruments,  while  a 
cousin  was  the  first  one  to  invent  the  bicycle. 

After  honouring  Dunbar  with  my  presence  and  cries  for 
five  weeks,  I  was  taken  on  board  a  vessel  at  Leith,  and  sailed 
for  Lerwick,  Shetland.  In  a  year's  time  I  bade  farewell  to 
Scotland.  I  then  resided  in  different  parts  of  England  until 
I  sailed  as  a  ship's  surgeon  for  Australia.  I  pride  myself 
on  having  learned  the  classics  and  mathematics  at  three  of 
the  most  notable  and  noted  public  schools  in  England — 
first,  at  King  Edward  the  Sixth  or  Shakespeare's  Grammar 
School  at  Stratford-on-Avon;  next,  at  New  Kingswood 
School,  Bath,  which,  I  suppose,  for  its  numbers,  has  lifted 
more  boys  from  the  ranks  of  the  people  to  the  foremosl 
places  all  over  the  world  in  all  the  professions  and  literary 
services;  and,  lastly,  at  the  Helston  Grammar  School,. 
Cornwall — so  famous  through  the  pupilship  of  Charles 
Kingsley. 

In  such  heredity,  surroundings,  and  education,  is  it  any 
wonder  that  I  was  taught  to  think,  and  studied  how  at  all 
times  to  think.  As  my  last  head-master  and  friend,  Dean 
Jessop,  stated  one  day  to  my  father,  "It  is  not  what  the  boy, 
learns,  but  it  is  the  learning  how  to  learn !" 

Unfortunately,  to-day,  the  reverse  is  the  fashion,  and  the 
foremost  ideal  seems  to  be  "cram,  cram,  cram,"  and  too 
often  without  first  laying  a  foundation — hence  the  present- 
day  shortcomings  and  frequent  failures  in  all  the  professions. 

From  childhood  I  have  been  a  close  and  loving  student 
of  Nature.  But  I  was  always  laggard  in  making  a  stroke — 
sometimes  because  of  timidity,  and  sometimes  for  want  of 
time  and  means.  The  same  has  happened  with  my.  writing 
of  vesrses.  But  better  late  than  never.  I  have  no  ambition, 
only  to  help  others,  to  help  to  bring  Earth  nearer  Heaven, 
and  Mankind  nearer  to  God. 

T.  P.  LUCAS. 
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FOOTSTEPS    OF    THE    MESSIAH. 

When  on  earth  Messiah  walked, 

Diviner  footsteps  trod; 
As  Man  with  men  Christ  lived  and  talked, 

He  manifested  God. 
A  star  of  glory  flashed  the  sight, 

A  very  heaven  appeared; 
A  radiancy  of  softest  light, 

Wherever  Jesus  neared. 


EVENSONG. 

Hark,  the  trees  are  whispering, 

Softly  wafts  the  quivering  air, 
Sweetest  notes  the  birdies  sing, 

As  they  breathe  their  evening  prayer. 
Nature  evermore  is  glad, 

Drooping,  tiring  eyelids  close, 
To  the  joyful  and  the  sad, 

Uttering  a  kind  repose. 

Woodbines  and  carnations  meet, 

Harmonies  divinely  blest, 
And  the  floral  perfumes  sweet, 

Lullaby  to  peaceful  rest. 
How  the  roses  carry  scent, 

And  the  modest  violets  creep 
Into  happiest  content, 

As  they  drop  their  heads   to  sleep. 

Suddenly  the  woods  are  still, 

To  the  golden  sunset's  charm, 
And  the  shadows  falling,  fill 

Eventide  with  holy  calm. 
So  the  song  of  day  and  night 

Must  in  service  ended  cease 
When  the  dawn  of  golden  light 

Wakens  to  eternal  peace. 


THE     WIDOW'S     SON. 

He  touched  the  bier,  and  the  dead  man  lived 

In  the  energy  Divine; 
For  the  resurrection  from  the  dead, 

From  the  Living  Sun  did  shine. 
The  widow's   son  into   life   arose, 
As  the  Victor  vanished  all  His  foes. 

He  touched  the  bier,  and  the  Son  of  God, 

In  His  human  temple  willed, 
So  His  inspirations  gave  new  life, 

And  the  dead  awoke  refilled. 
As  God  in  man,  the  Human  Brother, 
Gave  her  son  to  the  widowed  mother. 

He  touches  the  bier,  as  the  angels  bear 
His  saints  in  grace  from  earth  away, 

And  the  hosts  above  in  songs  of  love 
Announce  the  everlasting  day. 

For  mortals  thus  who  so  touch  His  breast 

Know  immortality  impressed. 


HOW    TO    THINK. 

Catch  the  lines  of  light, 
Crystallise  the  beams, 

Bid  them  in  their  flight 
Energise  your  themes. 

Get  the  sunshine  glow 
Into  every  thought, 

Till  the  diamonds  show 
Inspirations  caught. 

These  in  truth  adorn; 

All  who  seek  may  find, 
Higher  glory  born, 

Spirit,  heart,  and  mind. 


THE   SONG    OF   THE   OCEAN. 

What  are  the  songs  of  the  ocean  to  me? 
What  Uie  emotions  that  swell  from  the  sea? 
Sunshine  or  storm,  everlastingly  blessed, 
Mighty  the   pulses   that  tremor  the   breast, 
Lashing  the  billows  and  troughing  the  def  j, 
Never  a  moment  to  slumber  or  sleep; 
Millions  of  creatures  acknowledge  Thy  eare, 
Ozone  the  breezes  abundantly  share, 
Wondrous  the  caverns  and  gardens  that  be, 
Peaceful  and  still  in  thy  custody  free. 


LOVING   THE   CHILDREN. 

Jesus   loves  the   little   lambs, 

As  He  folds  them  to  His  breast; 

When  they're  tired,  when  they're  weary, 
Gives  them  rest. 

Tenderly  His  message  says, 
"Suffer  them  to  come  to  Me"; 

And  to-day  He  calls  the  children, 
His  to  be. 

Jesus  never  yet  refused 

To  receive  a  little  child, 
For  He  loveth  little  children, 

Meek  and  mild. 

Do  you  feel  your  weight  of  sin? 

Little  one,  He  died  for  you, 
And  this  moment  waits  to  pardon 

Even  you. 

You  have  only  got  to  ask, 
Precious  pardon  to  receive; 

As  your  faith  upon  Him  resteth, 
Now  believe. 


4 
MY  FIRST  SPORTING  TOUR. 

The  snow  was  on  the  ground — a  white,  white  world, 

King  Frost  had  braced  the  air,  his  flag  unfurled; 

The  farmer  pointed  out  a  hedge  thick  set, 

Proposing  that  a  hare  might  there  be  met; 

He  handed  me  a  double-barrel  gun, 

And  bade  me  bag  the  hare  when  it  might  run. 

I  smiled,  but  viewed  the  matter  as  a  joke, 
Essayed  to  follow  out  the  course  he  spoke; 
A  few  feet  on  ahead,  he  beat  the  bush, 
When  suddenly  in  front  a  hare  made  rush; 
My  nerves  unstrung,  I  never  aimed,  but  fired, 
The  hare  the  faster  ran,  through  noise  inspired; 
I  felt  I  was  a  fool,  so  steadying  the  gun, 
I  took  my  aim;  and  saw  it  faster  run. 

The  farmer  scolded  hard,  to  load  again, 

We  followed  on  the  track  as  sporting  men; 

My  nerves  I  sought  to  calm;   the  timorous  brave, 

My  reputation  gone,  I  wished  to  save. 

We  traced  the  track  the  shot  had  marked  a  passage 

o'er, 

So  hope  arose  more  buoyant  than  before; 
Protesting  wildly,  I  confessed  my  sin, 
But  vowed  the  second  shot  was  aimed  to  win. 

We  hastened  on,  but  quickened  up  to  find 

The  hare  had  dropped  some  dripping  blood  behind; 

Still  further  on,  we  noticed  tufts  of  fur, 

Which  made  the  circulating  blood  more  quickly  stir; 

Across  two  fields  we  choicely  picked  our  way, 

And  at  the  corner  of  the  third  the  dead  hare  lay. 


5 
THE   EMBODIMENT  OF   LOVE. 

The  greatest  unctions  of  the  universe  are  life,  and 

light,  and  love, 
The  three  in  one  are  powers  of  one,  the  heavens  and 

earth  to  move, 
The  majesty  and  glory  of  the  One  Almighty  Sovereign 

Lord, 
The  revelation  of  the  Son,  the  one  begotten  Son  of 

God. 
Impelling     throbs     each    moment    thrill    the    each 

receiving  human  heart, 
The  Great  First  Cause,  the  One  Divine  reveals,  to 

compass  every  part; 
The  Shining  Sun,  the  Deity  gives  light  waves  which 

in  mercy  roll, 
The  life  creative  energies,  the  love  bond  unctions  of 

the  soul. 


THE    MAN    DIVINE. 

Is  Jesus  Christ  the  Man  Divine? 

None  ever  spake  as  He; 
His  wisdom  everywhere  doth  shine, 

A  spotless  purity. 
The  Deity  Himself  reveals, 
As  God  in  grace  His  mercy  seals. 

The  Manifested  Christ  declares 

The  Sun  of  Righteousness, 
Beneficence  of  love  He  bears, 

A  dying  world  to  bless. 
Mortality  He  holds  in  strife, 
To  gain  for  man  eternal  life. 

His  kingdom  ruleth  over  all, 
The  world  to  Him  must  bow; 

Those  who  in  grace  before  Him  fall 
Receive  His  pardon  now. 

His  triumph  all  our  thought  transcends, 

His  kingdom  never,  never  ends. 


ONLY    THEE. 

Saviour,  Thou  art  all  my  hope, 
Sunshine  of  my  rising  morn, 

Full  of  sin,  I  cannot  cope 
With  the  ills  of  nature  born. 

Henceforth,  all  my  song  shall  be, 

Only  Thee,  Lord,  only  Thee — 
Only  Thee. 

Thou,  the  Christ,  the  Sun  Divine, 
Star  and  angel  of  the  Lord, 

In  Thy  gracious  mercy  shine, 
All  the  glory  of  Thy  Word. 

Manifest  Thyself  to  me, 

Only  Thee,   Lord,   only   Thee — 
Only  Thee. 

Manifest,  Thou  Shining  Sun, 
Light  and  life  within  my  heart, 

Love,  my  heaven,  has  begun, 
Bid  me  know  the  better  part. 

Grant  me  evermore  to  see, 

Only  Thee,  Lord,  only  Thee — 
Only  Thee. 

When  sad  trials  round  me  play, 
Sorrows  overwhelm  my  soul, 

Turn  my  darkness  into  day, 

As  the  clouds  their  thunders  roll, 

Bid  the  wrath  before  Thee  flee, 

Only  Thee,  Lord,  only  Thee — 
Only  Thee. 

When  in  struggles  into  life, 

Years  oppress  and  eyes  grow  dim, 

As  in  frail  and  mortal  strife 
I  in  death  Thy  praises  hymn, 

Fill  my  soul's  triumphant  plea, 

Only  Thee,  Lord,  only  Thee. 
Only  Thee. 


GLGRY,   GLORY,   GLORY. 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  is  the  lawful  right 

Of  the  One  Eternal  Father  Infinite; 

Everlasting  songs  of  glory  angels  raise, 

As  the  million  million  saints  His  goodness  praise. 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  Holy  Trinity, 
Only  One,  but  Ministries  of  service  Three: 
Glorious  works  of  Thine,  Thy  witnesses  acclaim, 
Energies  of  glory  laud  Thy  Holy  Name. 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  from  the  heavens  above, 
Justice    ministers    infinitude    of    love; 
All  Thy  Sovereignty  in  everlasting  lines, 
In  a  gorgeous  universe  of  blessings  shines. 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  dying  man  redeemed, 
Manifests  God's  wondrous  love  in  wisdom  schemed; 
Sons  of  men  in  Christ  the  Lord  His  glories  sing, 
As  their  choruses  of  praise  the  angels  bring. 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  how  can  creature  tongues 
Lisp  the  inspirations  from  these  mortal  lungs? 
'Tis  the  preparation — day  succeedeth  night, 
When  we'll  learn  to  praise  Him  in  immortal  light. 

Glory,  glory,  glory,  all  the  universe 
Shall  in  consummation  all  God's  praise  rehearse; 
Glory  to  the  Paschal  Lamb  in  mystery  slain, 
Glory,  glory,  to  our  God  who  lives  again. 


HUMAN  GOODNESS. 

Our  goodness  is  a  mist 

That  rises  into  cloud; 
For,  struggle  as  we  whist, 

Our  glory  is  a  shroud 
Until  the  Living  Light  Divine 
Its  goodness  on  our  darkness  shine. 


A    SKY     PHENOMENON. 

Within  the  line  of  the  setting  sun, 

And  looking  towards  the  west, 
A  strange  apparition  had  begun, 

Into  Nature's  shadows  pressed. 
The  dark'ning  clouds  were  gathering  forms 
That  always  herald  the  angry  storms. 

The  clouds  were  banking  yet  more  and  more, 

In  pressure  to  overlap, 
Fresh  waves  continually  rolling  o'er, 

But  the  sun  had  laid  a  trap. 
To  concentrate  in  a  brighter  light, 
A  dazzling  space  to  illumine  night. 

As  a  mass  of  silver  well  refined, 

Of  heterogeneous  shape, 
Unlike  unto  anything  defined, 

A  jewel,  in  folded  crape. 
The  light  that  was  shining  upon  the  screen, 
A  glory  reflected,  bright,  serene. 

But  soon  the  sun  his  good-night  had  said, 

And  the  light  had  passed  away, 
The  clouds  had  gathered  overhead, 

Over-eager  for  the  fray. 
The  thunder  rolled  to  the  lightning's  flash, 
To  a  lurid  glare,  and  one  awful  crash. 

The  firmament  for  a  moment  seemed 

As  a  vengeance  missile  burst; 
Returning  thoughts   the   memory  gleamed, 

That  the  worst  had  come  to  worst. 
Till  the  showers  of  rain  in  copious  pour, 
Transfused  their  strength  into  Nature's  store. 


ENGLISH  FIELDS  IN  MAY. 

field  of  vernal  green, 

Where  lambs  their  gambols  play, 
''or  brighter  rays  have  been 

Distilling  sunshine  May; 
English  spring  beguiles 
waking  flower  smiles. 

T\e  hawthorne  hedges  are 
all-enchanting  sight, 
Thk  flowers  in  clusters  star, 

\heir  petals,  snowy  white; 
Sonetimes  a  pink  assume, 
Blufties  on  the  bloom. 

The  Cowslips,  golden,  fair, 
Th\ir  blood-red  dots  distil, 

To  s*nt  the  vernal  air, 
Earth's  happiness  to  fill; 

Whilefiere  and  there  appear 

The  onhid  blooms  to  cheer. 

The  lak  is  soaring  high, 
To  ptar  out  all  its  song, 

The  briii  h  cerulean  sky 
Transers  the  notes  along; 

As  Natun's  glories  sing 

The  beaqies  of  the  Spring. 


WICKEDNESS  ABOUNDS. 

Immoral  chao&all  around 

Among  the  son  of  men  is  found; 

But  still  the  Mttity  Power  moves; 

The  Holy  Spirittwisdom  proves. 

Corruption  eatsW  ill  away, 

While  all  the  po\4rs  of  goodness  stay; 

The  spirit  feels  fte  healing  balm, 

And  ''mid  the  storl  there  reigns  the  calm. 
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SABBATH  BELLS. 

Hark,  the  Sabbath  chimes  are  pealing 
Harmonies  of  peace  and  love, 

As  the  soul's  enchanted  feeling 

Breathes  the  breath  of  heaven  above. 

Worship  sweet  the  temple  filleth, 
With  the  love  of  Christ  for  men, 

As  His  proclamation  willeth, 
Happiness  in  God  again. 


EASTER   HYMN. 

Jesus  is  dying.     He  stoopeth  to  conquer. 

See  how  they  slay  their  Monarch  and  ling. 
Mighty  He  standeth  alone  in  the  servio, 

Godhood  and  Manhood  the  world's  pe.'ce  to  bring; 
See  where  they  nail  Him,  the  Victim  aid  Victor, 

Yet  not  a  murmur  escapeth  His  lips 
Shrouded  in  darkness  before  His  aba>ement, 

Sol  from  the  zenith  in  tragedy  dip. 

Meekly  He  beareth  the  terrible  burdei, 

Patiently  drinks  the  last  dregs  of  the  cup; 
Poureth  the  life-blood  and  sweat  fron  His  forehead, 

Perfect  the  sacrifice  He  offers  IT. 
Angels  are  waiting  to  crown  Him  with  glory, 

Hell  in  the  struggle  in  fury  assals, 
Trembles  the  earth  as  the  mountans  are  shaken, 

Heralds  the  thunder  the  love  wiich  prevails. 

Boweth  His  head  giving  halo  of  /lessing, 

Earth  in  its  madness  has  crowrcd  Him  with  thorns; 
But  as  He  opens  the  portals  of  Bdes, 

Grown  of  bright  glory  the  Monarch  adorns, 
The  veil  of  the  temple  asund«r  is  parted, 

Herein  the  Victor  a»lost  wfld  reclaims, 
Broken  the  wall  of  dividing  fiHJtion; 

A  chorus  of  joy  the  trium>h  proclaims. 
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'"Tis  finished,"  He  crieth,  and  gives  up  the  ghost; 

The  battle  is  fought,  the  victory  won; 
Hell's  hosts  are  defeated,  and  Satan  is  crushed, 

The  world  is  redeemed  by  the  death  of  the  Son. 
The  stone  and  the  seal,  the  soldiers  affrighted, 

The  cross  and  the  tomb  behind  Him  He  leaves, 
The  Sun  in  Ascension  the  Conqueror  riseth, 

A  jewel  for  each  lost  found  one  receives. 

'Tis  mystery  all,  let  the  angels  adore, 

Wondrous  the  love  through  this  highway  which 

streams, 
Deeper  than  Sheol  and  higher  than  Heaven, 

Flooding  the  world  with  its  life-giving  beams. 
Then  let  us  adore  Him,  Holy  Redeemer, 

Bow  down  and  worship  the  Lord  of  the  skies; 
Sacrifice,  offer  ourselves  in  thanksgiving, 

In  His  cross  to  die,  in  His  life  to  rise. 


THE  STARLING. 

(In  1908,  and  again  in  1909,  a  colony  of  starlings 
took  possession  of  a  cluster  of  trees   in  the 
town  of  Redruth,  Cornwall.) 
The  starlings  congregating  in  their  colonies, 
Have  roosted  in  an  ancient  arbory  of  trees, 
Unconscious  of  intrusion  in  the  quiet  town, 
And  careless  of  the  citizen's  assent  or  frown; 
The  birds  are  twittering  to  greet  the  waking  dawn, 
A  grand  corroboree  to  herald  early  morn; 
They  chatter  loudly,  welcoming  the  coming  day, 
And  drinking  in  the  early  sun's  inspiring  ray. 

They  coyly  trim  their  plumes  before  the  trial  flight. 
Reflecting  to  the  sunbeam's  soft  prismatic  light; 
Their  sentinels  arrange  for  every  bird  a  place; 
Their  spheres  of  duty  are  allotted  with  a  grace; 
Distributing  for  breakfast,  all  the  birds  disperse, 
Each  one  its  daily  duties  wisely  to  disburse, 
Without  anxiety  or  care,  but  blithe  and  free, 
To  taste  the  fuller  joys  of  perfect  liberty. 
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THE  FORGET-ME-NOTS. 

Shy  forget-me-nots  are   floating 

In  the  eddy  of  the  stream; 
Pink  and  purple  sunbeams  doting, 

To  the  blue  that  lovers  dream. 

Watch  the  pretty  florets  peeping, 
'Mid  their  leaves  of  shining  green, 

As  the  red  buds  wake  from  sleeping, 
Into  colorations  seen. 

How  they  tremble  to  the  ripples, 
Which  the  eddy  wavelets  swell; 

In  an  atmosphere  of  sunbeams, 
Joy  and  happiness  to  tell. 

How  the  glistening  waters  sparkle, 

While  the  leaves  are  damped  with  spray, 

As  the  blooms  to  heaven  smiling, 
Speak  the  honours  of  the  day. 

Wedding  guests  in  groups  arriving, 

Play  upon  the  meadow  slope, 
Where  the  eddies  of  the  river 

Guard  the  pretty  nuptial  hope. 

Bride  and  bridegroom  gladly  welcome 

Here  the  holy  nuptial  knot, 
Wreathing  lives  of  happy  sunshine 

With  the  blue  forget-me-not. 


THE   DUAL   RAINBOW. 

A  glorious  rainbow  arched  the  skies, 

A  song  of  love  in  love's  delight; 
As  deepening  shadows  in  surprise, 

Extolled  the  glories  of  the  sight. 
Beholders  gazed  in  raptures  sweet, 

The  picture  faded  from  the  view; 
Why  should  such  rainbow  mortals  greet? 

Then  bid  the  raptured  world  adieu. 
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THE  RUINS  OF  POMPEII  AND  HERCULANEUNI. 

Pompeii,  Herculaneum  of  old, 

How  are  the  records  of  thy  baseness  told? 

As  burning  ashes  suddenly  descend, 

The  evil  of  the  city  life  to  end, 

Or  molten  lavas  flow  in  sheets  of  flame, 

To  hide  for  centuries  thy  moral  shame. 

Here  antique  sculpture's  were  a  perfect  art, 

The  clay  conceptions,  gave  the  bronze  their  part; 

The  hollow,  empty  core  stamped  the  design, 

In  touch  so  delicate,  exceeding  fine. 

But  this  artistic  wisdom  has  forgot 

To  bless  the  modern  world,  that  knows  it  not. 

The  fresco  paintings  on  Pompeian  walls 

Were  rough  and  crude  to  coarseness  that  appals, 

Conception  of  perceptive  but  a  strife, 

A  loss  of  all  the  symmetries  of  life; 

The  soul  debased,  no  pleasing  beauty  seen, 

No  fascinating  art  thrown  on  the  screen. 

What  marbles  can  with  ancient  art  compare, 
The  statues  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans  rare? 
Colossal  pillars  in  Pompeii  found, 
In  mansions  which   in  luxuries  abound; 
The  wealth  displayed  in  patronising  pride, 
As  slaves  in  soul  and  body  were  belied. 

Vesuvius  from  her  cauldrons  far  below 
Caused  molten  ash  and  lava  streams  to  flow; 
The  cities,  with  their  glories  all  assumed, 
Were  suddenly  imprisoned  and  entombed; 
The  cities  doomed,  each  future  age  to  tell, 
The  dire  corruption  of  demoniac  hell. 

When  statuary,  in  baseness  of  desire, 

Became  the  brutal  lust  to  sacred  lyre, 

A  discord  of  the  holy  harmonies, 

A  hurricane  of  boiling,  raging  seas; 

Tornadoes  violent  swept  the  human  soul, 

As  furnace  fires,  extinguishing  the  whole.  . 
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O'erwhelmed  in  suddenly  embedded  tomb, 

In  deeper  sleep — too  deep  to  e'er  resume — 

When  prison  doors  were  opened,  life  had  fled; 

The  works  of  man  remain,  the  workers  dead. 

An  awful  silence  creepeth  on  the  air, 

For  night  has  darkened  cities  once  so  fair. 

The  bread  in  ovens  baking  felt  the  breath, 
And,  as  a  cinder,  dried  in  sudden  death; 
The  heated  furnaces  round  wood-lit  fires 
Destroyed  the  meats  of  flesh  pots  of  desires; 
The  tables,  chairs,  but  empty  and  unused; 
The  bedroom  ware  and  kitchen  ware  but  rused. 

The  chariot  wheels  on  streets  their  marks  have  left; 
The  drinking  fountains  but  of  streams  bereft; 
The  oil  jars  in  the  shops  of  merchandise, 
Perfumes  and  ointments,  vases  and  supplies; 
The  altars  of  their  many  worshipped  gods, 
Which  could  not  save,  became  divining  rods. 

The  eggs  preserved  were  only  freshly  laid; 
The  lovely  grapes  in  bunches  were  displayed; 
The  wheat  and  flour  for  service  of  the  cook; 
The  walnuts  and  the  almond  nuts  that  look 
Inviting  to  the  guests;  the  robes  they  wore, 
Condemned  to  be  as  dust  for  evermore. 

A  dog  upon  its  back,  legs  in  the  air, 

Describes  the  horror  falling  everywhere; 

The  men  are  crouching  to  the  fierce  alarms. 

And  women  clasp  each  other  in  their  arms. 

A  moment's  pang! — the  heaving  mass  is  tossed, 

For  centuries  to  human  knowledge  lost. 

Why,  Italy,  do  still  thy  glories  fade 
Amid  the  sunshine  blue  of  heaven  laid? 
Idolatries  thy  fairy  country  curse; 
A  selfish  priesthood  human  slaves  disburse. 
God,  grant  fair  land;  in  mercy  grant  to  thee 
Religious  freedom — Christ's  own  liberty! 
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THE  BUBBLE  ON  THE  RIVER. 

Man  is  as  a  bubble  on  the  river's  brim, 

Dancing  to  the  smiling  sun  and  tide; 
But  a  sudden  current  overtaketh  him, 

Scattering  his  glory  far  and  wide. 
Lord  of  the  creation,  greatest  trust  of  Earth, 

Reason   holdeth   him   as   God  endowed; 
From  evolving  atoms  coming  into  birth, 

To  thy  sovereignty  the   heavens  bowed. 

Universe,  assembled,  rolls  its  mighty  train, 

Gives  its  services  unceasingly, 
Evermore  evolving  every  loss  and  gain, 

Casting  at  thy   feet   the   ministry. 
Man,   although   a  bubble  on  the  river's  brim, 

Holds  a  priceless  something  seen  afar; 
When  the  bubble  bursts  it  is  the  soul  of  him, 

Living  evermore  the  shining  star. 


RAINBOW:   ROCKLEA,  APRIL  12,  1904. 

Beautiful   bow-bespangled   light, 
Arching  the  gloom  of  threatened  night; 
Spanning  horizon's  bright  blue  sky, 
Over  the  cloudy  belt  on  high. 

Glimmers  of  sunshine  still  appear, 
Spanning  a  mistful,  blinding  tear; 
Vapour  mid  the  sunshine  gleams 
Azure  blue  in  whitened  beams. 

Slowly  the  cloud  films  downward  creep, 
Cover  the  rainbow  as  they  sweep; 
Hiding  the  arch  'neath  belts  of  grey — 
Only  the  spans  allowed  to  stay. 

Scattering   force   disperses    strength, 
Thinning   the   cloud   mass,   till   at   length 
Strips  of  the  blue  and  mist  lines  play, 
Lost  at  length  in  a  showery  day. 
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THE  SUEZ  CANAL. 

Great  waterway  of  Suez,  where  had  been 

A  channel  of  the  sea  in  ages  past, 

The  triumph  of  the  human  mind  so  vast, 
Was  arm  in  ancient  days  of  ocean  seen. 
How  were   the   countless   trillion   atoms   loosed. 

The  army  hosts  of  molecules  to  be? 

The  grains  of  sand  to  fill  this  ancient  sea 
Through  myriad  years  unto  this  end  produced. 

How  trembled  forth  the  earth  in  ancient  days, 
Its   mighty  spasms  mountains  to  upheave; 
In  other  places  caverns  to  receive 

The  shifting  debris  which  the  earthquakes  raise T 

The  heated  winds  in  warlike  fury  blew, 

While  sand-storms  darkened  forth  the  desert  air, 
As    mighty   whirlwinds    circled    everywhere, 

And  desert  mounds  of  ammunition  grew. 

How  came  the  basin  of  the  ocean  deep 

To  tilt  the  mountain  chains  a  fraction  higher; 
In  agonies  of  the  internal  fire, 

The  waters  of  the  sea  to  backward  sweep? 

Whence  came  the  cravings  for  the  Bitter  Lakes, 
Refreshing  draughts  to  bid  the  desert  fold, 
The  life-sustaining  waters  in  its  barren  hold, 

Outlying  wells  where  branching  palm  tree  quakes? 

As  age  to  age  roiled  on,  the  wild  winds  blew, 

The  sand  dust,  in  depression,  sought  repose; 

The  ocean  bed  into  a  desert  rose, 
And  continents  and  islands  bade  adieu. 
De  Lesseps  came,  the  sands  to  bear  away, 

To  bid  the  separated  oceans  meet. 

The  conqueror  the  grateful  nations   greet: 
Our  thanks  acclaim  the  new  wrought  waterway. 
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PHYSICAL  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

Daily  dying,  we  are  living, 
As  the  causes  in  us  strive, 

Death  to  life  the  pulses  giving: 
So  the  soul  is  kept  alive, 

Till,  in  flutter  of  decay, 

Body  life  dissolves  away. 

So  the  spirit  soul  is  dying; 

But  the   Christ  new  life   supplies 
In  the  midst  of  all  our  sighing, 

Bidding  the  new  man  arise, 
Through  the  fellowship  of  love, 
To  the  fellowship  above. 

Mystery  above  the  dying 
Is  the  life  that  Jesus  gives, 

New-born  soul  to  man  supplying — 
That  which  through  the  ages  lives 

In  the  plentitude  of  giving, 

To  immortal  fulness  living. 


COURTSHIP  AT  SEA. 

The  little  man  on  business  bent; 

The  widow's  ear  to  flattery  lent: 

A  funny  sight  it  was  to  see 

These  elders  courting  on  the  sea. 

Six  monuments  of  youthful  strength 

Ask  for  the  father's  thoughts  at  length; 

These   pillars   strong   surround  the   dad, 

To  wean  him  of  this  latest  fad. 

The    mountain   tor    stands    out    serene, 

And  bids  the  widow  be  his  queen. 

A  WEDDING!     Yes,  neath  fairer  skies, 

Where   vaunted   courage   takes   the   prize. 
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SUNSET:  SOUTH  CEYLON,  MARCH  13,  1910. 

We  watched  the   setting  sun 

Flash  silver  river  on  the  ocean  breast — 
Bespangled  carmine  and  cerise — 

While  rays  upon  the  smiling  waters  rest — 
A  cherry  red  of  fascinating  hue, 
As  films  of  light  the  energies  renew. 

The  bridegroom  sun  descends 

To  the  horizon  line,  his  bride  to  kiss; 

He  floods  with  light  the  smiling  sea, 

The  lips  contracting  to  increase  the  bliss. 

A  silver  river  in  its  glory  shone, 

As  narrow  stream  with  blushes  lingering  on. 

The  plum-shade  prisms  dance 

In  partnership  with  light  to  turquoise  green; 
A  cloud  exceeding  white  doth  shine, 

Caught  up  to  flash  the  glory  of  the  scene. 
The  sunset  dips  a  majesty  of  light, 
And,  with  the  good-night  kisses,  drops  the  night. 


SPIRITUAL  AND  MATERIAL  ENERGY. 

Substance  is  dense,  or  rarer  energy  endowed; 
Matter  or  spirit  trilling  to  vibrations  bowed. 
Each  in  its  own  specific  order  wrought; 
Each  in  its  own  allotted  measure  fraught; 
Each  cosmos  particle  specific  to  declare, 
In  law  and  order  its  entrusted  place  to  share. 

The  spirit  substance  is  unseen  to  mortal  eye, 

But  spirit  feels,  and  knows  the  tremors  passing  by, 

Matter  to  spirit  is  a  lower  shrine, 

In  law  of  physics  spirit  to  define; 

It  is  the  cleansing  stage  dropped  from  the  heavens 

above, 
To  manifest  to  universe  God's  cleansing  love. 
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We  call  the  spirit  energies  by  flesh  unseen, 
The  mystic  which  to  ruder  gaze  hath  hidden  been, 
Too  sacred  for  the  low  and  vulgar  stare, 
But  meeting  each  in  secret  chamber,  where 
The  Lord  Almighty  setteth  up  His  regal  throne, 
And  man  communes  with  God,  within  himself  alone. 

Atoms  unnumbered  all  the  naming  heavens  span, 

Interpreting  the  heart  of  God  to  sinful  man. 

As  these  expressions  on  the  altar  fall, 

The  mystic  symbols  to  the  human  call. 

Man   bends   the   knee   to   bow  before   his   Father's 

throne; 
•God  meets  the  man  and  breathes  again,  the  son, 

His  own. 


PRAISE   AND   SUPPLICATION. 

Eternal  God,  we  praise  Thy  Name, 

Thy  majesty  adore; 
As  through  our  inmost  soul  Thy  Flame 

Its   inspirations  pour. 

Permit  us  in  the  Crucified, 

Thy  cleansing  power  to  know; 

And  bid  the   fountain  stream   abide 
Which  washes  white  as  s«now. 

From  grace  to  grace  our  souls  refine 

And  nevermore  depart; 
But  into  each  the  light-beams  shine, 

The   purity   of   heart. 

The  fulness  of  Thy  dying  love 

We  ask  to  understand; 
The  moral  law  of  heaven  above, 

Our   being   to    command. 

The  flowing  life  stream  from  the  throne, 

In  plenteous  grace  inspire; 
Until  Thou  claim  us  for  Thine  own, 

Our  uttermost  desire. 
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THE  SPIRIT  OF  MAN. 

What  is  this — the  human   spirit,   present  but  not 

seen, 

Filling  all  the  mundane  body  since  it  first  hath  been, 
Till    the   body   breaks    asunder    in   death's    darkest 

night, 
And,    released    from    carnal    bondage,    passes    into 

flight, 

Man's  own  spirit  passing  onward  to  its  own  estate, 
Waiting  for  the  consummation  body  to  await. 
What  is  spirit,  never  fashioned  out  of  matter  bole,. 
But  created  by  the  Highest  in  His  pattern  role? 
Spirit  substance,  spirit  essence,  organised  to  be 
In  the  Deity  existent,  and  eternally. 
Mark    a    moment;    mark    this    jewel    wondrously 

endowed 

With  the  life  of  God  to  fashion  all  the  being  bowed, 
With   possession  of  a  mind,   and  with   a   mind  to 

think, 

Drawn  to  God  in  holiness,  yet  into  nothing  sink. 
Before  the  Gracious  Majesty  and  Presence  of  the- 

throne, 

God,  the  One  Eternal  One,  the  Infinite  alone, 
In  the  image  and  the  likeness  of  the  Deity, 
Spirit  ego  has  been  made  eternally  to  be. 
Man  has  self  o'er-ruling  spirit,  freedom,  liberty, 
Fashioned  as  a  free-will  agent,  fashioned  royally. 
Shall   he   give   to   God   the   service,   in   Him   rising 

higher? 

Or,  descending  into  self,  his  selfishness  aspire? 
As  the  man  employs  his  talents  faithful  for  his  Lord,. 
God  will  to  the  faithful  servant  render  his  reward. 
In  his  righteous  work  he  liveth,  and  shall  ever  live, 
For   the    life   flow   from   the   Fountain   higher    life 

must  give. 

But  the  selfish,  self-descending  loses  life  supply, 
Arid  the  empty,  worthless  servant  criminal  shall  die. 
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THE  KNOWLEDGE  OF  PARDON. 

The  glorious  Oblation  bleeding  for  me, 
In  God's  own  appointments  mercy  I  see. 
My  sins,  as  an  avalanche,  now  overwhelm, 
So,  helpless,  I  trust  my  Lord  with  the  helm. 
My  soul,  in  despair,  in  its  agony  cries, 
And  Jesus,  my  Savious,  bids  me  arise. 
I  feel  the  new  life  in  quickening  flow, 
And  pardon  and  peace  assuredly  know. 

My  sentence  of  death:  "Thou  surely  shall  die," 
Fulfilment  of  justice  is  borne  out  on  high; 
Fulfilment  of  love — divine  the  decree — 
A  sweet-smelling  savour  riseth  for  me. 
The  broken  law  gives  the  record  of  peace, 
Till  death  in  its  own  destruction  decease. 
My  God  is  fulfilling  the  life  blood  flow, 
And  perfect  atonement  in  Jesus  I  know. 

Dispensation  of  grace  a  new  life  begins, 

As  God's  Moral  Law  obedience  wins. 

The  joys  of  the  morning  ravish  my  soul, 

As  sunbeams  of  happiness  warble  the  whole. 

Rebellion  ceases,  the  spirit  aspires, 

As  life  everlasting  kindles  the  fires; 

The  streams  of  salvation  in  mercy  that  flow 

Till  life  eternal,  immortal,  we  know. 


LOVE'S   MOTOR   POWER. 

Fruits  of  love  by  grace  maturing, 

Help  this  helpless  world  along; 
For  a  cup  of  sparkling  water 

Sparkles   as  a  swelling  song, 
When  in  Jesus'  Name  is  given, 

Incense  flame  of  rising  love; 
Leaping  into  highest  heaven 

Treasure  in  the  home  above. 
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THE  FOG  HORN:   Mediterranean  Sea, 
February  21,  1910. 

We  leave  the  ancient  Rock,  Gibraltar,  famed  of  old; 
The  moon  and  stars  are  shining  clear,  the  night  is 

cold. 

But  suddenly  the  Mediterranean  bosom  sighs: 
The    sorrows    of    the    past — a    time    for    grief,    ye 

mourners  rise. 
The  wind  becalms;  a  darkening  mist  cloud  slowly 

spreads; 

An  Eastern  fog  for  weeping  eyes  in  circuit  treads. 
The  engines  lower  down;  the  vessel  slowly  goes; 
Each  minute  for  a  sixth  thereof  the  fog-horn  blows. 
The  dismal  sound,  the  screeching  wail  of  muffled 

drum, 

To  passengers  in  anxious  thought  the  word  is  mum. 
The  engineers,  to  put  to  sleep  and  lullaby, 
The  cradle  rock,  and  seek  to  hush  the  tearsome  cry. 
The  ocean  satisfied,  appeased,  the  fogs  disperse: 
A  troubled  hour,  a  loss  of  time,  but  nothing  worse. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

The  Sun  is  shining  everywhere, 

Illumining  the  skies; 
His  firmament's  cerulean  care 

Gives  eyesight  to  our  eyes. 
Rejoice,  ye  people  of  the  earth, 

And  bring  your  noblest  praise 
To  Him  Who  gave  your  spirit  birth, 

Your  hearts  and  voices  raise. 

Triumphantly  Christ  rose  again, 

First  fruits  of  them  that  sleep; 
And  now  death's  struggles  all  are  vain, 

The  weakest  babe  to  keep. 
He  rises,  higher  to  ascend, 

The  Conqueror  Divine, 
Until  His  victories  transcend 

The  earth,  a  heaven  to  shine. 
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The  grave  was  opened  by  His  might, 

The  stone  was  rolled  away; 
The  angels,  heralding  the  light, 

Proclaimed  the  gospel  day. 
The  heathen  guards  were  terrorised, 

And,  helpless  in  their  fear, 
Their  vaunted  courage  paralysed, 

For  death  was  very  near. 

Our  bonds  of  death  are  now  as  dust, 

Imprisoned  in  His  tomb, 
To  disappear  in  holy  trust, 

With  all  their  hopeless  gloom. 
The  resurrection  from  the  dead 

Already  has  begun; 
The  light  of  life  is  freely  shed 

By  the  Immortal  Sun. 

Life's  currents  are  an  ocean  free; 

Come  unto  Him,  and  rise 
To  blissful  immortality, 

Eternal  in  the  skies. 
Attune  your  being  all,  and  sing, 

And  ever  praise  and  pray; 
Yourselves  to  God  an  offering  bring 

On  this  glad  Easter  day. 


PLACES  IN  HEAVEN. 

Do  you  want  a  high  position 
In  the  heaven  of  heavens  above? 

You  may  surely  now  obtain  it, 
By  preponderance  of  love. 

Let  your  love  from  off  the  altar, 
In  adoring  worship  rise, 

From  the  cross  of  Jesus  only 
Offering  the  sacrifice. 
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THY    KINGDOM    COME. 

Thy  kingdom  come;  Thy  children  sing 
As  in  Thy  heaven,  so  on  earth; 

The  floods  of  holiness  which  bring 
The  travail  of  eternal  birth; 

The  universe  again  to  be 

Immortal,  Holy  One,  in  Thee! 

Thy  kingdom  come,  all  Nature  cries, 
The  cosmos  groaneth  in  the  strife; 

Thy  praises,  shall  unceasing  rise 
Till  death  is  swallowed  up  of  life; 

Eternally,  my  God,  to  be 

In  oneness  all  in  all  in  Thee. 

Thy  kingdom  come;  the  human  race 
Is  in  the  thickest  of  the  fight; 

Redeemed  by  Thy  almighty  grace 

Each  soul  shines  forth  Thy  given  light; 

While  millions  to  destruction  move, 
Thy  children  all  Thy  goodness  prove. 

Thy  kingdom  come;  let  everyone 

In  faith  obey  the  battle  call, 
And  putting  heavenly  armour  on, 

In  fighting  rank  obedient  all; 
To  lift  the  world  to  heaven  above, 

By  wonders  of  redeeming  love. 

Thy  kingdom  come:  all  foes  must  fly, 
Thy  enemies  shall  be  destroyed; 

Apollyon's  kingdom   surely  die, 
All  evil  rendered  null  and  void; 

Almighty  God,  Thy  reign  shall  be 
The  glory  of  eternity. 
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WOMAN. 

She  stands,  in  the  van  with  her  brother  man, 

Her  feet  on  the  ladder  of  Time; 
Her  thoughts  all  aglow  with  the  rhythm,  and  flow, 

And  the  knowledge — of  things  sublime. 

The  courage  to  dare,  and  the  strength  to  forbear 

Are  hers  a  twofold  grace; 

And  e'en  through  her  tears  she  will  smile  at  the 
fears 

That  threaten  the  Adam  race. 

She  has  written  her  name  on  the  turret  of  fame, 
Where  it  gleams  like  a  star  from  above; 

And  as  mother  and  wife  she  has  perilled  her  life 
To  girdle  the  earth  with  her  love. 

She  tenderly  bears,  'mid  her  toil  and  her  cares, 

The  hope  of  a  nation's  heart; 
And  rears  'neath  the  dome  of  the  temple  called  Home, 

A  shrine  from  the  world  apart. 

Out  of  the  past  she  has  issued  at  last, 

Born  of  deep  travail  and  pain; 
A  help-meet  for  man  (for  she  stands  in  the  van), 

Her  guerdon — humanity's  gain. 


MATRIMONY. 

Let  the  girl  be  good  and  clever, 
Then  true  love  may  love  for  ever; 
Let  the  maid  be  pretty,  vain, 
Then  the  man  but  courts  for  gain, 
For  when  selfishness  abounds, 
There  corrupting  death  confounds; 
But  let  life  be  self-denying, 
Then  the  love  will  be  undying. 
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HALLELUJAH!    REJOICE! 

Hallelujah!    rejoice!    salvation   is   free, 

My  death  is  atoned  by  Jesus  for  me; 

No  more  can  I  doubt  it,  the  brief  is  prepared, 

My  pardon  and  peace  in  Christ  are  declared; 

His  Spirit  is  pleading  my  faith  to  believe, 

Entreating  and  urging  me  life  to  receive. 

Hallelujah!  rejoice!  life's  fountain  doth  pour, 
I  have  to  receive  to  add  to  my  store; 
Then  why  should  I  linger,  or  carelessly  sleep, 
My  tattered  old  grave  clothes  foolishly  keep? 
The  conscience  is  speaking,  and  bids  me  awake, 
Forgetting  my  mourning,  sin  to  forsake. 

Hallelujah!  rejoice!  provisions  of  grace, 
Sufficient  suffice  my  pathway  to  trace; 
For  Bethlehem's  manger  and  Calvary's  cross 
Are  filling  with  life  this  emptying  dross. 
I  lay  on  the  Altar  my  weakness  and  shame, 
For  fullest  salvation  in  Jesus'  Nam*-.. 

Hallelujah!  rejoice!  He  bids  me  to  grow, 
A  saint  in  His  life  till  whiter  than  snow; 
In  the  Christ-given  rays  He  bids  me  adorn, 
To  shine  upon  earth,  the  heavenly  morn. 
Rejoice!  Hallelujah!  accepting  His  grace, 
And  shining  His  likeness,  seeing  His  face. 


PRIDE. 

Thou  pride,  most  ugly  mons-ter,  demonly  conceived, 
Self-worship  of  the  creature  as  eternal  one; 
As  uncreated  being  taking  life  from  none, 

A  vast  infinitude  of  sapient  strength  believed. 

Thy  prudish  morals  are  put  forth  continuously, 
As  evil  demonstrations  to  the  Moral  Law; 
Thy  wisdom  is  disease,  thy  foolishness  to  draw, 

The  adulations  of  the  crowd  that  worship  tnee. 
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Thou  art  diseased;  corruption  lurketh  in  thy  veins, 
Thy  constitution  breaketh  in  the  dire  decay, 
Disrupting  all  its  atoms  swift  to  pass  away, 

But  in  disrupting  manifesting  evil  stains. 

Pride  is  the  fire  of  hell,  refusing  to  be  quenched, 
Dissolving  energies  to  form  the  brimstone  sea; 
The  worm  that  dieth  not  till  death  no  longer  be; 

In   judgment   day   the     proud     one     in    disruption 
wrenched. 

All  pride  must  disappear,   its  vanity  consumed, 
Its  lies  exposed,  its  emptiness  is  naked,  bare; 
A  cistern  broken,  ground  to  dust,  and  found  no- 
where 

In  hidden  unknown  grave  its  emptinesses  doomed. 

Eternity,  when  meted  Time  shall  cease  to  be, 

Duration  purged  from  pride  the  universe  shall  fill, 
The  present  holiness  of  God,  the  universal  will, 

Eternal  Revelation  of  the  Deity. 


THE    VIOLETS. 

In  the  sward  of  the  old  hedge  row, 
When  the  winter  awakes  from  sleep, 

There  the  beautiful  violets  grow, 

And  the  rich  coloured  blossoms  peep, 

To  smile  to  the  rising  sun, 

A  silence  of  love  begun. 

With  modesty  wisely  displayed, 
In  shades  violet,  purple,  and  blue, 

With  all  their  white  sisters  arrayed 
So  prettily,  lovely,  and  true; 

Through  sunshine,  or  cloud,  or  rain, 

Their  sweetness  is  not  in  vain. 
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Such  a  true  and  a  faithful  friend, 
Interesting,  pleasant,  and  sweet, 

In  our  gardens  as  we  attend, 
With  a  welcome  daily  to  greet; 

To  soothe  our  every  care, 

With  a  fragrance  everywhere. 


DUNBAR,  1910. 

(THOMAS  P.  LUCAS:  Born  at  Dunbar,  Scotland, 
July  29,   1843.) 

Dunbar,  the  trysting  ground  of  battles  very  sore, 
Commingled  blood,  the  English  and  the  Scotchmen 

pour; 

A  rushing  torrent  stream  for  cleansing  human  gore. 
What  madness  did  inflame 
Each  nation's  rising  name? 
Bloodthirsty  fame. 
Dunbar  the  cleansing  ground, 
Where  battles  waged  around, 
One  brotherhood  to  found. 

A  village,  in  the  trysting  days  of  long  ago, 
\Vith  shallow  bay  in  guardianship,  and  to  bestow 
The  rich  supplies  of  fish  which    fishermen    would 

know. 

Alas,,  the  trawlers  came 
And  swept  away  the  same, 
A  selfish  game. 
A  shore  of  rock-girt  pools, 
With  seaweeds  for  the  schools, 
Where  bounteous  Nature  rules. 

I  visited  the  home,  the  house  where  I  was  born; 
Up  ladder-way  that  led  to  room  above  forlorn, 
Which   looked  out  on  the  bay,  ere  'twas   of  gJory 

shorn. 
A  post-card  pictures  it 
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The  painter's  choicest  bit, 
Where  business  tourists  flit. 
I  studied  Cromwell's  views, 
The  Wallace  and  the  Bruce, 
The  fury  storms  let  loose. 

To-day,  alas,  alas,  the  village  is  a  town, 

The    rustic    disappeared   beneath    the     rich     man's 

frown, 
With   fashion  rushing  wild  to    fetch    the    golfers 

down! 

The  Scotch  they  could  not  tame, 
Until  the  women  came 
To  run  the  game. 
To-day  the  Scotch  have  spread, 
The  selfish  clanship's  dead, 
The  world  to  bless  and  wed. 


JESUS    ONLY. 

Jesus  only,  saints  and  angels  all  must  disappear; 

Sinners  need  an  only  Saviour,  guilt  and  death  to 

clear; 
As  the  sighings.  of  confession  and  the  scalding  tear, 

Ask  alone  one  Mediator,  Jesus  only  near. 

Jesus  only  is  the  High  Priest  who  can  urge  my  plea, 

In  His  own  atoning  passion,  love  and  sympathy, 
Offer  up  a  full  oblation,  life's  stream  flowing  free, 
All  my  righteousness,  and  truth;  Jesus  saveth  me. 

Jesus  only  in  His  manhood  gives  each  man  a  place, 
As  the  Holy  Human  Temple  shines  the  Father's 

face; 
From  this  Fount  a  stream  is  flooding  all  the  human 

race, 

Those  who  know  Him,  Jesus   only,   learn  God's 
wondrous  grace. 
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THE  BRISBANE  EXHIBITION  ORGAN. 

'Tis  the  volume  of  the  air, 
Energised  commotions  rare; 
Grandest  rhythms  ever  found 
In  the  harmonies  of  sound. 
How  the  movements  subtly  trill, 
As  the  wave  vibrations  fill 
Pipes  and  tubes,  the  large  and  small 
On  the  soul  the   accents   fall. 

Bursts  the  thunder  roar  to  roll, 
'Bedient  to  the  master's  soul. 
Lis-ten  to  the   far  away, 
What  the  whispers  faintly  say; 
How  the  soft  cadences  flee 
In  entrancing  symphony, 
As  the  ether  from  above 
Breatheth  climaxes  of  love. 

Hush!  the  organ  seemeth  still, 
Momentarily,  to  fill 
With  an  outburst  of  desire, 
Breaking  forth  impassioned  fire. 
Soul  with  soul  in  song  communes, 
And  the  universe  attunes; 
As  the  worshipper  ascends, 
God  in  music  condescends. 

How  doth  man  herein  combine 
Both  the  human  and  divine 
Melodies  of  choicest  strain, 
Harmonies  with  sweet  refrain. 
'Tis  the  syllabus  of  peace, 
Joys  to  evermore  increase; 
Lifting  men  to  heaven  again, 
There  immortally  to  reign. 
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THE    MYSTERY    OF    PAIN. 

Humanity  is  asking  thinkers  to   explain 

To  all  the  world,  the  mystery  of  pain. 

Wherefore  the  agony  of  suffering  and  fears, 

In  paroxysms  wrought  relieved  by  tears. 

What  are  the  causes  that  beget  our  sobs  and  sighs, 

As  physical  and  mental  sufferings  arise? 

Why  must  the  wise  ones  weep?  the  good  and  noble 

grieve? 

The  sweat  drops  pour  to  first  conceive 
The  labour  gathered  wealth  we  would  accumulate, 
The  riches  and  the  burden  of  estate? 
Why  play  our  joys,  and  sorrows,  in  continuous  strife, 
This  frail  mortality  our  years  of  life; 
The  glories  of  the  men  who  to  the  front  proceed, 
The  sufferings  their  dying  life-drops  bleed. 

But  what  is  pain?  Each  wave  in  universal  swell 
That  beats  from  God's  own  heart  His  love  to  tell; 
The  pangs  that  tremble  from  the  throne  in  Heaven 

above, 

Repeat  the  spasms  of  His  wondrous  love. 
The  life  stream  flow  in  kindling  passion  to  receive 
The  death  drops,  their  destruction  to  achieve. 

The  universe  to  utmost  bound  the  passion  feels, 

And  'fore  the  Majesty  all  Nature  kneels. 

The  brute  creations  faint  away,  and  droop,  and  die; 

And  vegetation  fades,  without  a  sigh; 

The  creatures  suffer  pain,  but  only  in  degree, 

As  consciousness  provides  the  remedy. 

Their  pain  a  minimum  is  swamped  by  nervous  fear, 

And  life  than  loss  of  limbs  is  held  more  dear, 

All  human  pain  to  intellect  appeals: 

And  wisdom's  knowledge  gives,  the  balm  that  heai<3, 

The  nerve  sensations  point  to  placement  of  disease; 

And  thinking  man  from  pain  can  give  release. 

Whence  cometh  pain?     Its  beating  puls-es  all  reply: 
Because  the  Moral  Evil-doers  had  to  die: 
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All  moral  ills  dire  darkness  and  disease  create. 

The  worm  that  dieth  not:  nor  fires  abate. 

All  suffering  and  pain  are  but  degrees  of  death, 

The  shadows  passing  o'er  the  vital  breath: 

The  service  is  the  cleansing  of  the  universe, 

Which  all  degrees  of  travail  thus  rehearse, 

The  blackness  of  corruption  deepening  within: 

The  leprosy  malaria  of  wilful  sin. 

The  moral  violence  cast  its  shadows  to  the  throne, 

Beneath  the  darkness  God  remained  alone. 

Objective  suffering,  the  guilty  creature  dies: 

Subjective  suffering  is  sacrifice. 

God  suffers  pain;  the  wondrous  ocean  of  His  love 

Is  more  immense  than  evil  clouds  that  move. 

He  gave  His  only  Son,  from  earth's  foundation  slain: 

To  cleanse  the  universe  from  death  by  pain. 

The  Fountain  of  His  love  becomes  the  melting  flame, 

And  the  oblation  purges  all  the  shame. 

The  Sacrificial  life  consumes  the  dross  away, 

And  living  Sunlight  shines  the  perfect  day. 

Upon  the  Burning  Altar  God's  own  offering  pleads, 

And  on  His  Father's  heart  His  life-blood  bleeds, 

And  as  the  Sacrifice  atones  the  storm-clouds  rift, 

And  from  the  universe  all  death  must  lift. 

But  all  He  suffers  finite  mind  can  never  tell: 

As  ocean  of  His  love,  unsearchable. 

The  Human  Race,  of  spirit,  mould,  and  lofty  mind 

Perceives  the  nerve  sensations,  pain  defined: 

As  warnings  speak  to  Reason's  cult  the  healing  skill, 

The  means  provided  Nature's  work  fulfil. 

But  greatest  suffering  obtains  from  deeper  cause, 
Than  twinge  of  pain  set  up  in  Nature's  laws; 
Where  moral  conscience  feels  the  guilty  stain, 
The  mind  is  wrapped  in  agonising  pain. 
'Tis  then  the  still  small  voice  proclaims  salvation's 

scheme: 

The  washing  of  the  guilt  in  Calvary's  stream, 
It  takes  away  the  pain,  a  certain  remedy, 
And  heals  disease  by  moral  purity. 
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LOVE. 

Love  reveals  God's  unctions  swelling, 
Waves  that  circle  everywhere; 

All  the  revelations  telling, 
Pulses  of  the  Father's  care. 

Each  succeeding  swelling  wave 

Testifies  God's  power  to  save. 

Love  exceeds  the  power  of  language, 
Words  can  never  gauge  the  glow, 

Suns  and  oceans  cannot  compass 
All  the  joys  of  love  that  flow. 

Far  beyond  the  bounds  of  speech, 

Utmost  limits  love  can  reach. 

Pity  thrills  the  heart  pulsations, 
Life  alone  engenders  love; 

Inspirations  fill  the  vessel, 

And  the  s.weet  vibrations  move. 

Dews  the  waiting  soul  beguile 

To  receive  the  Father's  smile. 

Love  the  spirit  life  stream  pouring, 
Unctions  every  shining  star; 

While  the  rising  incense   soaring, 
Trembles  into  heaven  far. 

As  the  Spirit  draweth  nigher, 

Bursting  into  flames  of  fire. 

Love  flames  forth  the  Spirit  ether, 
As,  the  rays  their  placements  shine; 

Glory  of  the  Living  Breather, 
God's  own  pattern  to  define. 

Rainbow  splendours   to  enhance, 

As  the  prism'd  sunbeams  dance. 
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THE    PARTING. 

Hush,   the  parting  of  the  ways, 
Sacred  is  the  silent  grief; 

But  the  plaintive,  mournful  lays, 
Uttering  without  relief! 

Do  they  herald  broken  heart? 

Friends  beloved,  aye,  must  part. 

One  last  parting  comes  to  all, 
Spanning  utmost  space; 

Every  creature,  great  and  small, 
Parteth  in  this  race. 

Shall  your  own  re-meeting  be 

Darkness   or  felicity? 


BEAUTIFUL  AUSTRAL:  THE  ISLE  OF  THE  SEA. 

Beautiful  Austral,  the  Isle  of  the  Sea, 
Nature  profusely  is  smiling  on  thee; 
Riseth  the  sun  in  an  ever-blue  sky, 
Fairies  rehearsing  the  sweet  bye  and  bye. 
Listen!  the  angels  are  wafting  their  wings. 
As  the  creation  the  glory  song  sings; 
Wavelets  of  music  the  stanzas,  repeat, 
Whisper  the  echoes,  to  joyously  greet 
Beautiful  Austral,  the  Isle  of  the  Sea: 
Home  of  the  free. 

Italy   shineth   Adonis,   the   blue, 
Austral,  a  brighter  cerulean  hue; 
Fresher  and  whiter  the  orange  trees  bloom, 
Fragrant  the  odour,  more  subtle  perfume. 
Muses  are  chanting  their  melodies  rare, 
Harmonies.,  happiness,  filling  the  air; 
Richer  the  colours,  and  sweeter  the  flowers, 
Nearer  to  Eden,  Australia's  bowers; 
Beautiful  Austral,  the  Isle  of  the  Sea, 
Home  of  the  free. 
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RESURRECTION  OF  A  CATERPILLAR  INTO  A 
BUTTERFLY. 

The  gorgeous  butterfly, 

That  rises  from  the  tomb, 

Expands  its  wings  in  colours  bright, 
To  glance  the  sunbeam's  prism'd  light, 

The  sun  had  touched  the  bloom. 

The  Deity  the  Sun 
Declares  the  Christ  Divine, 

Descends  to  fill  us  full  of  light, 

In  oneness  with  the  Infinite, 
Eternally  to  shine. 

Touched  by  the  Christ,  we  rise, 

Our  heritage  to  gain, 

In  copious  flow  the  life  stream  pours, 
And  to  the  throne  the  spirit  soars, 

Its  mansion  to  obtain. 


THE  GOLDEN   BUTTERCUPS. 

The  buttercups  with  golden  glow 
Exhibited  a  floral  show; 
With  foliage  of  darkest  green, 
As  buttercups  are  always  seen. 

The  sunshine  caught  the  petals  bright, 
And  kissed  the  trills  of  richer  light, 
As  burning  brass  the  florets  shone, 
Till  sight  was  dazzled  gazing  on. 

The  morning  breathings  scarcely  seemed 
The  lovely  buttercups  to  fan; 
So  peacefully  the  sun  rays  gleamed, 
As  on  and  off  the  wavelets  ran. 

The  buttercups  to  beauty  born, 
The  woods  and  meadows  both  adorn; 
While  children's  laughter  as  they  play, 
Reflects  the  glory  of  the  day. 
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THIRSTING    FOR    LIFE. 

Give  me  life,  in  floods  so  boundless, 

For  it  is  Thy  grace  to  give; 
All  my  death  in  Christ  consuming, 

For  Thy  praise  alone  to  live. 
From  Thyself  the  stream  receiving, 

In  a  ceaseless  overflow; 
All   my  moral   being  filling, 

More  and  more  of  God  to  know. 

Give  me  life,  Thy  child  creating, 

In  Thy  likeness  bid  me  shine; 
On  the  Altar  always  burning, 

From  the  dross  the  gold  refine. 
As  Thy  love  the  life  stream  flameth, 

Light  my  star,  Thou  Sun  of  Light, 
Lot  me  understand  Thy  glory, 

In  the  mercy  infinite. 

Give  me  life,  alone  the  Giver, 

Infinite,  abundant,  free; 
Seven  times  in  Jordan  washing, 

Till  I  lose  my  leprosy. 
Holy,   righteous,   loving  Jesus, 

Still  for  me  Thy  passion  plead; 
Thou  Who  knoweth  all  my  weakness. 

All  my  cause  to  intercede. 

Give  me  life,  Thy  gracious  Presence, 

Holy  Spirit,  Comforter, 
Minister  my  soul's  salvation, 

All  my  depths  of  being  stir. 
All  my  cells  the  flow  pulsating, 

Victor  in  the  carnal  strife; 
Every  moment  on  me  breathing. 

Bid  me  breathe  the  breath  of  life. 
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PALM  SUNDAY. 

They  gathered  the  branches  of  palm*, 

And  carpeted  the  ground; 
Hosannahs,  and  sonnets,  and  psalms, 

In  joyousness  abound. 
They  worship  the  King  of  Kings, 
For  glory  to  earth  He  brings. 

They  are  praising  the  Paschal  Lamb, 

The  Blessed  of  the  Lord; 
The  Temple  of  the  I  Am, 

The  Everlasting  Word. 
So  their  hallelujahs  rise, 
To  cleave  the  opening  skies. 

Jesus  Christ  is  His  glorious  name, 
The  woman's  promised  seed; 

Earth's  millions  to  reclaim, 
And  fill  all  human  need. 

As  from  death  He  lives  again, 

The  Immanuel  with  men. 

As  rising  hosannahs  and  psalms, 

For  evermore  proclaim, 
We  learn  His  wonderful  charms, 

The  sweetness  of  His  Name. 
The  song  of  the  King  of  Kings, 
As  heaven  His,  glory  sings. 

To-day  in  Paradise  above, 

Bright  palms  the  ransomed  bear; 
Their  harpers  acclaim  His  love, 

His  glory  everywhere. 
As  they  worship  and  adore, 
Love  is  unctioned  evermore. 
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THE  NIGHT  STORM,  January  13,  1914. 

The  perspiration  oozed,  the  air  was  hot  arid  dry  ; 
It  seemed  as  if  to  breathe  was  but  to  slowly  die; 
The  vegetation  drooped,  the  flowers  hung  down  thair 

heads, 
The  heat  and  drought  had  bared  the  well-kept  garden 

beds. 

When  past  the  midnight  hour  a  cannonade  arose, 
A  struggle  in  the  firmament  of  friends  and  foes; 
The  rain  descended,  fast  propelled,  diluvial  sheets, 
As  Nature's  forces  handled  armies  with  her  fleets, 
The  terrors  of  the  storm,  the  fury  of  the  blast, 
The  music  of  the  drenching  rains,  as  stanzas  passed, 
The   broadsides   trembled,   forward  vivid   lightning 

flames, 

Non-intermitting  fires  in  pyrotechnic  games. 
Artillery  gave  louder  peals,  as  if  to  cease  no  more, 
Explosive  imminence  attending  thunder  roar. 
United  winds  and  waters  in  conjunction  sighed, 
As  deluge  hurled,  against  authority  defied. 
A  hurricane  of  power,  with  tornado  gush, 
As  energies  of  Nature  loosened  onward  rush; 
Uprising  every  moment  in  intensity, 
As  the  mighty  ocean  waves  play  on  an  angered  sea, 
To  throw  the  thunderbolts  of  Nature  on  the  earth, 
Where  fire  and  water  missiles  prove  their  driving 

worth. 
The  storm  eased  off;  to  distant  parts  the  warring 

forces  hied; 

An  under-current  air  arose,  a  cold  refreshing  tide; 
The  storm  in  forty  minutes  all  had  passed  away, 
As  giant  monster  when  it  finishes  a  play; 
Panting,  groaning,  sighing,  and  to  regain  its  breath, 
Forgetful  of  its  mission,  struggling  life  and  death; 
The  lightnings  stopped,  the  thunders  stay,  the  call- 
ings cease, 
The  atmosphere  again  is,  calmed  to  perfect  peace. 
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PEACE   PROCLAIMED. 

Pretoria,  31st  May,  1902. 

Peace,  gentle  peace, 

Thine  inspirations  from  the  heavens  ring, 
And  armies  feel  the  touch  of  angel's  wing, 
To  stay  the  slaughter,  and  to  cease  the  strife, 
The  shedding  human  blood  and  human  life, 
Oh,  bid  us  give  Thee  thanks,  Thou  Prince  of  Peace. 

Peace,  glorious  peace, 

That  ins.pirates  humanity  along, 

As  Boers  and  British  join  their  hands  in  song; 

The  British  colonies  beyond  the  sea, 

Fair  England's  daughters,  gladly  welcome  thee; 

Abide  to  liberty,  benignant  peace. 

Peace,  sovereign  peace, 

The  bond  that  rnaketh  wars  and  carnage  cease; 
Its  fulnesses  with  blessings  to  increase; 
Its  wisdom  nurtures  knowledge  into  birth, 
The  wondrous  balm  that  heavenises  earth; 
We  give  thee  greetings,  sweet  celestial  peace. 

Peace,  restful  peace, 

Thy  vernal  zephyrs,  as  they  softly  blow, 

To  mercy's  whispers,  add  their  gentle  glow, 

A  wealth  of  kindnesses  to  evidence, 

An  Empire  kingdom's  true  beneficence. 

Oh,  welcome,  doubly  welcome,  blessed  peace. 

Peace,  holy  peace, 

When  'neath  thy  canopy  the  nations  dwell, 
The  peoples  feel  and  know  the  magic  spell; 
Commerce  and  art  in  widening  channels  flow, 
And  science  must  increasing  knowledge  show; 
We  hail  prosperity,  the  breath  of  peace. 

Peace,  golden  peace, 

O'er  Bethlehem's  plains  the  angels,  sang, 

And  round  the  earth  the  chorus  echoes  rang, 

Peace  and  goodwill  immortalled  into  birth, 

To  all  the  sons  of  men  upon  the  earth; 

Oh,  Saviour,  Prince  of  Peace,  grant  us  Thy  peace. 
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GOD'S   MESSAGE  TO   MANKIND. 

Softest  music  etealeth  over, 

Through  the  silence  of  the  spheres; 
Love-strains,  voicing  in  the  stillness, 

All  the  eloquence  of  tears. 
'Tis  God's  armies  surely  calling, 
God's  own  message  o'er  us  falling. 

Sleeper,  listen,  as  He  calleth, 

Notes  of  music,  holy,  true; 
Million,  million  voices  singing, 

Speaks  the  universe  to  you. 
Holy,  holy,  holy  voices, 
Universe  in  God  rejoices. 

Waken,  listen  to  the  summons, 
As  the  stars  His  message  bear; 

And  the  nebula  surrounding, 
Words  of  tendernesses  share. 

Breath  of  love  in  whispers  stealing, 

Bringing  manhood's  deeper  feeling. 

Over  earth  the  sweet  songs  linger, 
Gladdening  the  woodland  vale, 

With  a  freshness  from  the  mountains, 
For  earth's  kingdoms  to  inhale. 

Songs  and  melodies  advancing, 

Beautiful  and  soul-entrancing. 

What  are  all  these  voices  saying? 

Listen  to  their  Maker's  call; 
Men  and  women,  we  are  praying, 

God  is  asking  for  you  all. 
Whispering  the  old,  old  story, 
God  requires  you  for  His  glory. 
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SORROW  FOR  A  LOST  ONE. 

Lost  to  home,  and  lost  to  lovers, 

Lost  to  purity  of  love; 
Gracious  gifts  of  God  rejecting, 

Wis,er  than  the  One  above. 
Obstinate  in  creed  and  pride, 
Setting  God's  true  work  aside. 

Taught  to  wrest  the  sacred  Scriptures, 
As  the  fiends  would  have  her  do; 

Holy  morals  contradicting, 
Evil  dogmas  to  pursue. 

Gifts  and  blessings  of  her  birth, 

To  be  buried  in  the  earth. 

Holy  Spirit,  guide  our  actions, 
To  Thy  will  our  hearts  inspire; 

Learning  daily  by  obedience, 
Flaming  in  the  living  fire. 

Blessings  on  the  world  to  pour, 

In  Thy  mercies  evermore. 

Jesus,  Master,  show  Thy  mercy, 
In  Thy  love  we  ask  for  all; 

Gracious  Christ  and  Mediator, 
By  Thy  cross  we  lowly  fall. 

Let  our  works  for  service  be, 

Praising  God  in  praising  Thee. 

Holy  Father,  bid  Thy  children, 
Hasten  forth  Thy  kingdom  here; 

Till  the  fulness  of  Thy  heaven, 
On  the  earth  in  floods  appear. 

Time  is  passing,  bid  us  work, 

Ne'er  again  to  duties  shirk. 
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FROM  CENTRE  TO  CIRCUMFERENCE. 

From  the  great  and  mighty  centre 

Of  the  universe, 
Beats  the  Father's  heart  pulsations, 

Bless-ings  to  rehearse. 
Glorious  affinity, 
Mercy  full  and  free. 

Holiness    is    all   abounding, 

Holiness  of  heart; 
God's  own  life  vibrations  thrilling 

Into  every  part. 

God's  own  love  commands  the  whole 
Of  the  living  soul. 

Rise,  my  soul,  the  joys  of  living, 

Greater  joys  invite; 
Soar  in  faith  obedient,  resting 

In  the  Infinite. 

To  the  great  commune  above. 
Holiness  of  love. 


REGENERATION. 

In  the  strivings  of  contrition, 
As  the  anguished  seeker  vows, 

God  the  Spirit  seals  the  pardon, 
While  the  pleading  sufferer  bows. 

Jesus,  our  High  Priest  above 

Whispers  God's  eternal  love. 

Oh,  the  happiness  incarnate, 
All  the  rhapsodies  of  bliss, 

When  His  xlove  in  justice  shineth, 
Peace  and  righteousness  mus,t  kiss. 

Jesus  makes  His  mercy  mine, 

Stamping  with  the  seal  divine. 
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MORTALITY. 

Every  thing  on  earth  I  see, 

Witnesses  mortality; 

All  the  burden  of  the  strife 

Is  the  struggle  death  and  life; 

Breathes  the  life,  respiring  breath, 

Drops  corruption  into  death. 

Flowers  blossom  soon  to  fade, 
Sunshine  lingers  into  shade; 
In  the  blue  transparent  skies 
Vapours  into  clouds  arise. 
O'er  the  splendour  of  the  light 
Creeps  the  blackness  of  the  night. 

Every  thing  is  mortal  here, 
Death  and  life  in  bonds  appear; 
But  the  life  stream  of  God's  grace, 
Broad,  majestic,  flows  apace. 
Into  ocean  broad  and  deep, 
Records  of  the  past  to  keep. 

Yes,  there  is  within  the  man, 
Spirit  life,  a  spark,  a  span; 
Soul  of  soul,  the  spirit's  soul, 
Essence  of  man's  very  whole; 
Life  in  suicide  may  die, 
Or  may  live  eternally. 


A  STANZA. 

Thousand  voices  calling, 
As  on  earth  you  roam; 

Sweet  sonatas,  falling, 
Whisper  yonder  home: 

Spirit   soul    arise, 

Enter  Paradise. 
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HEART  CONSECRATION. 

Holy  God,  in  mercy  give  me, 
To  submit  myself  to  Thee, 
In  a  holy  consecration, 
Heart  and  mind  and  soul  to  be; 
All  my  being  sanctified, 
With  my  Saviour  crucified. 

Saviour,  Jesus,  bid  Thy  passion 
Through  my  rising  soul  stream  pour; 
Till  illumined  by  the  unction, 
As  I  worship  and  adore, 
In  the  wonders  of  Thy  grace, 
I  behold  Thy  shining  face. 

Bid  my  actions  manifesting, 
All  the  fruits  of  grace  reveal; 
And  in  service  of  fruition, 
Bear  the  witness  of  the  seal. 
Works  of  sacrifice  and  love, 
Breathings  from  the  throne  above. 

Pardon  me  for  all  my  errors, 
The  misdoings   of  the   past; 
Save  my  mind  from  all  dictation, 
Clouds  of  evil  overcast. 
I  would  ask  unsullied  light, 
Mid-day  sun  expelling  night. 

My  Creator,  my  Redeemer, 

To  the  Infinite  I  bow; 

As  I  worship  to  obedience, 

Fully  search  and  save  me  now. 

All  my  being  to  refine, 

In  the  radiancy  Divine. 
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THE  REWA  RIVER,  FIJI. 

We  sailed  along  the  Rewa  stream, 

A  picnic  merry  three; 
The  pictured  fancy  of  a  dream, 

A  river  broad  and  free; 
The  crystal  waters  clear  and  cold, 
Which  fairy  banks  enfold. 

Our  boat  was  double  in  its  span, 

A  native  grand  canoe; 
Each  oar  was  pulled  by  Fiji  man, 

While  I  advised  the  crew; 
My  gun  lay  on  the  gunwale  raft, 
Of  famed  Fijian  craft. 

We  sailed  upon  the  placid  face, 

Or  hugged  the  rustic  banks; 
Admiring  Nature's  light  of  grace, 

With  praise  and  heart-felt  thanks; 
The  beauties  of  the  earth  and  skies, 
In  raptures,  of  surprise. 

We  feasted  on  our  biscuit  fare, 

Bananas,  mellow,  sweet; 
And  drank  in  draughts  of  balmy  air, 

The  ozone  force  to  greet; 
The  river  waters  quenching  thirst, 
As  Adam  drank  at  first. 

At  noon  each  day  the  woods  are  still, 

The  golden  pigeons  rest; 
The  harmonies  their  censers  fill, 

To  hold  their  silent  quest; 
The  crotons  and  the  lilies  strive 
For  life  that  makes  alive. 

The  moss  and  club-moss  drape  the  lawns, 

Where  curious  insects  meet; 
Where  pleasure  round  the  seeker  fawns, 

As  marvels,  marvels  greet; 
The  living  glories  all  arrayed, 
In  majesty  displayed. 
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We  visited  fair  Eden  groves 

Of  graceful  fern-wreathed  bowers, 

Where  beauty  in  a  freedom  roves, 
Amid  the  tresselled  flowers; 

The  scented  blooms  that  graced  the  trees, 

Their  perfumes  fanned  the  breeze. 

From  six  to  six  the  sun  delights 

To  measure  off  the  day; 
The  rain- fall  in  the  darkest  nights, 

The  mists  of  freedom  play; 
Life  here  proclaims  a  living  song, 
But  moves  too  swift  along. 

Here  Nature  passes  as  a  dream, 

An  Eden  on  the  earth; 
The  only  evils,  it  would  seem, 

Are  those  of  human  birth; 
The  breathings  of  ambrosial  dew, 
The  canopy  of  heaven's  blue. 

The  beauty  of  the  Rewa  shines, 
As  smiles  the  sun  her  silver  fact- : 

Each  beam  a  brighter  grace  defines. 
The  joys  of  truth  and  grace; 

We  ask,  oh  Lord,  that  earth  might  be 

As  Rewa's  river  sea. 


MIRACLES. 

Miracles  are  mightiest  deeds  nf  Almighty  power, 
Not  the  Nature  evolutions  of  a  passing  hour. 
But  a  mighty  reconstructive  healing  of  disease, 
Resurrection  unto  life  which  spirit  fulness  sees. 
Jesus  was  the  Man  Divine,  who  alone  had  power  to 

place, 
In  a  life  divinely  unctioned,  all   these  wonderments 

of  grace; 

If  with  Him  this  grace  we  hear. 
We  like  unctioned  life  must  *h;>t". 
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EVERY  KNEE  SHALL  BOW. 

To  the  Name  above  every  name, 

The  universe  shall  bow; 
The  heavens  be  a  shining  flame, 

A  crown  upon  His  brow. 
A  glorious  majesty  of  light, 
Eternal,  infinite. 

As  on  the  brilliant  glassy  sea, 
The   saved  creations   gaze, 

Eternally  the  Lamb  shall  be 
The  chorus  of  their  praise; 

The  triumph  of  the  Deity, 

The  Holy  Trinity. 

To  every  human  infant  born 

Christ  gives  a  living  soul, 
The  key  to  Resurrection's  dawn, 

The  charm  to  Heaven's  goal. 
But  who  can  name  the  priceless  cost 
When  human  soul  is  lost! 

To  the  Name  above  every  name 

The  universe  shall  bow, 
And  all  rebellious  ones  in  shame 

Their  hopelessness  shall  vow. 
While  millions  of  redeemed  shall  rise, 
His  Kingdom  in  the  skies. 


SUNSET,  JULY  22,  1906. 

Vivid  carmine,  crimson  red, 
Streaks  of  golden  glory  spread; 
Purple  violet  wavelets  roll, 
Creeping  o'er  a  shallow  shoal, 
Till  the  yellow  sands  of  gold 
Burn  a  flame  of  light  untold, 
Rising  into  lurid  fire, 
As  the  energies  expire. 
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THE  LOST  LAUREATE. 

When  from  Laurentian  fire-girt  throes, 
The  poet  Archie  Meston  rose, 
To  sing  the  lays  of  Waterloo, 
Or  love  songs  to  a  sweet  Lulu, 
Poetic  lightnings  seemed  to  flame 
Around  the  rising  poet's  fame. 

Amid  the  tors  of  Bellender, 
Where  gaudy  lyre  birds  seldom  stir, 
Our  king  salutes  his  Queensland  realm, 
If  he  could  only  take  the  helm, 
Australia  would  'mid  nations  rise, 
To  take  the  world's  applaudit  prize. 

Volcanic  actions  left  behind, 

Their  mighty  tremors  in  his- mind, 

He  breathes  and  unctioned  rhythms   shake, 

The  tribal  dignitaries  quake; 

Why  did  he  lose  his  first  estate? 

He  might  have  been  our  laureate. 

But  list,  he  comes  from  heights  afar, 
The  sun  descending,  flames  a  star; 
As  eagle  from  his-  eyrie  soars, 
And  vision  through  abysses  pours, 
So  Meston  after  quiet  sleep 
Again  may  fan  the  mighty  deep. 


AN     ITEM     IN     THE     RESURRECTION, 

Can  my  body  be  immortal? 

Not  until  it  be  re-made; 
Death's   corruption   is   the   portal 

Hy  the  which  the  plague  is  stayed; 
Death  through  the  Atonement  carries 

Sin's  atoning  Sacrifice; 
For  a  time  the  eli-tansing  tarries, 

Purging  vanity  and  lies. 
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But  and  when  the  trumpet  soundeth, 

All  the  dead  the  voice  shall  hear, 
As  the  Omnipresence  boundeth, 

All  the  spirits  shall  appear; 
Those  the  Sun-star's  light  beams  shining, 

Shall  their  bodies  energise, 
Rising  in  God's  own  divining 

To  their  mansdons  in  the  skies. 

Those  who  pass  through  hell  corruptions. 

Totally   corrupted   fall, 
With  the  devil  and  his  angels, 

In  the  fearful  mystic  thrall; 
Hark,  their  pleading  intercessions, 

Rending,  turn  on  them  to  mock, 
As  they  feel  the  wrath  concussions, 

Death  destroys  by  moral  shock. 


CHRISTIANS,    STAND    STEDFAST. 

Bid  all  hindrances  depart, 
Idols  both  of  mind  and  heart, 
Let  your  manhood  never  pray 
To   a  clod   of   helpless   clay; 
Never  in  priest's  office  dare, 
Other  sinners'  sins  to  share, 
Nor    in    ignorance    unknown 
Worship  either  wood  or  stone. 

See  your  spirit  life  be  filled, 
Light  and  love  so  freely  willed, 
All  your  being  to  employ, 
To  a  certainty  of  joy; 
Upright  both  in  heart  and  mind, 
All    sufficient    strength    to    find, 
Walking  blameless  with  your  Lord, 
To  God's  holiness  restored. 
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THE    ECLIPSE    OF    THE    SUN. 

The  moon,   forsaken  for  the  earth, 

Amid  the  solemn  hush, 
Declared  once  more  her  royal  birth: 

And,  warming  to  his  blush, 
Appealed  a  moment  t<>  the  sun 
To  give  again  the  love  once  won. 

Her  jealousy,  so  weird  and  cold, 

Asserted  prior  right, 
From  earth's  affections  to  withhold 

The  sun's  bewitching  light. 
Once  more  she  sought  to  make  a  scene, 
Forsaken  love,  the  go-between. 

The  earth,  resenting  the  caprice, 
Had  veiled  her  face  with  cloud; 

As  if  afraid  Sol's  love  would  cease 
When  to  the  moon  he  bowed. 

Into  his  arms  the  lunule  crept, 

But  past  her  form  his  light  beams  swept. 

His  smiles  entranced  the  moon,  and  thei 
Transfused  earth's  mourning  veil; 

Her  misty  tears,  as  diamonds,  when 
Bright  luminaries  hail. 

Around  earth's  sadness  glory  sped, 

And  'mid  her  tears,  coronas  spread. 

The  light  beams,  girdled  round  the  moon, 
With  prism'd  splendour  shone, 

Intensity,  as  sun  at  noon, 
Too  bright  to  gaze  upon; 

It  scattered  all  earth's  flowing  tears, 

And  bade  defiance  to  her  fears. 

A  golden  halo  flamed  around; 

And  blushes  stealing  o'er, 
As  messages  the  more  profound, 

With   light's   increasing  store. 
The  lover's  short  estrangement  past, 
Too  weird  and  strange  to  last. 


51 
CLOSER    TO    GOD. 


Yet  closer,  Lord,  to  Thee, 

I  hunger  to  be  drawn, 
That  I  may  every  moment  be 

Thine  in  the  rising  dawn. 
Arouse  rny  waking  soul, 

Thy  gracious  light  to  shine; 
Increasingly  to  make  me  whole, 

As  human  and  divine. 


The  inspirations  give, 

Thine  image  to  impress, 
Until  my  happy  soul  shall  live 

In  perfect  holiness. 
As  morning  glows  to  noon, 

The  sun  right  overhead, 
My  character  in  Chris.t  attune, 

The  light  effulgence  shed. 


That  I  may  watch  and  pray, 

Inspire  the  Living  Light, 
Rejoicing  as  advancing  day 

Becomes  exceeding  bright. 
Without  a  cloud,   reveal 

Thy  manifesting  grace, 
And  bid  Thy  mercy  seal 

The  temple  for  Thy  praise. 


And  when  at  eventide 

The  sun  in  crimson  beams, 
The  ripening  fruit  is  tried, 

As  opening  heaven  streams. 
My  advent  to  the  skies 

The  promises   proclaim; 
With  Jesus  I  shall  rise, 

The  all-sufficient  Name. 
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MAN'S    SALVATION. 

Jesus,  Thou  alone  the  Way, 
Art  the  Truth  and  Life. 

Man  Divine,  to  Thee  we  pray, 
Aid  us  in  our  strife: 

Bid  Thy  strength  our  compass  be: 

One  eternally  with  Thee. 

God  beholding  us,,  we  die: 

All  in  Adam  lost: 
Christ,  triumphant  in  the  sky, 

Holds  Himself  our  cost; 
Love  and  justice  life  to  give, 
By  His  righteousness  we  live. 

Loosened  from  demoniac  chains, 
Rescued  from  the  deep: 

Life  again  an  entrance  gains, 
Waking  us  from  sleep: 

Man's  mortality  appears, 

Life  suffuseth  death  with  tears. 

Fount  of  life,  we  ask  of  Thee 

Mercy's  flowing  grace: 
Till  within  the  glassy  sea 

We  behold  Thy  face: 
God  in  Man  'he  Man  Divine, 
All  the  Deity  to  shine. 


THE    OCEAN    MYSTERY. 

Wonderful  ocean,  in  tempest  or  calm: 

Mighty,  majestic,  thou  ruler  of  earth, 
What  is  the  secret  that  holdeth  the  charm? 

Who  can  rehearse  us.  the  song  of  thy  birth  f 
Symbol  of  wisdom,  unbounded,  untold, 

Thraldom  of  nations  ne'er  compasseth  thee. 
Marvels  amazing  thy  volumes  enfold 

Who  can  decipher  the  ways  of  the  sea? 
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Restless  each  moment,  the  billows  arise, 

Mountains  of  waters  their  energies,  pour, 
Troughing  the  caverns,  to  leap  to  the  skies. 

Thinning  to  waves,  to  salaam  the  shore. 
Hither  ascending  in  circuits  of  foam, 

Washing  thy  bosom  with  white  feathered  spray, 
Thither  so  peacefully  guarding  the  home, 

Courteously  kissing  the  sunbeams  that  play. 

Speaking  thy  household  that  teemeth  with  life, 

Deeper  descending,  cold-blooded,  to  death; 
Mighty  the  struggle,  and  ceaseless  the  strife, 

Gunning  devices   distributing  breath. 
Shell-fish  that  crawl,  and  the  fishes  that  swim, 

Each  one  endowed  for  reception  of  light; 
Unthinkable  things,  in  the  caverns  dim, 

Rainbows  of  colour,  or  crystals  of  white. 

Why  the  contention  of  water  and  air? 

Hurricane  storms  and  the  billows  that  roar? 
Striving  their  uttermost,  fight  free  and  fair, 

E.ach  one  receiving  the  other  to  store. 
Wonderful  earth,  that  the  ocean  doth  sweep, 

Greet  thy  Creator  who  fashioned  and  forms; 
Vast  is  the  Wisdom  that  cradles  the  deep, 

That  rules  o'er  the  winds,  and  rides  on  the  storms. 


LOST    AND    FOUND. 

I  can't  burst  my  chains  asunder; 

Selfishness  is  cruel,   strong, 
Sinking  all  my  manhood  under, 

Dragging  all  my  life  along; 
Evils  my  weak  nature  kiss, 
Dragging  down  to  death's  abyss. 

Jesus  is  the  Resurrection, 
He  inspires  the  saving  life, 

To  destroy  disease  infection, 
To  becalm  the  raging  strife; 

Bid  your  manhood  laughter  brave, 

Come  out  boldly;  He  will  save. 
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THE    BUDDING    GRAPES. 

See  the  buds  are  swelling, 
Shades  of  green  and  red; 

Spring's  command  is.  telling, 
Winter  frosts  have  fled. 

Mark  the  life-blood  flowing, 

See  the  young  leaves  growing. 

How  the  new  cells  glisten 

To  the  smiling  sun, 
As  their  units  listen, 

Waking  has   begun. 
How  the  nervules  strengthen: 
How  the  vessels  lengthen. 

Energies  are  rising, 

Hopes  are  chasing  fears, 

Till  the  grapes  apprising, 
Give  the  fruit  that  cheers. 

With  the  blushes  blooming, 

Brighter  tints  assuming. 


SUNSET    THUNDERSTORM. 

The  glory  of  the  western  sky 
Was  painted  by  the  setting  sun; 

The  thunder-clouds  were  rolling  by; 
An  island  continent  was  won. 

With  pencilling  of  lurid  light, 

The  sunbeams  transmutated  night. 

The  picture  was  a  sheet  of  flame, 
Volcanoes  belching  pent-up  fire; 

The  clouds  roi'ed  on,  and  still  there  came 
The  fervid  blaze  transmitted  higher: 

A  golden  yellow,  golden  red, 

Amid  the  shifting  storm-clouds  shed. 
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A  glamour  filled  the  firmament, 

A  blacker  darkness  overhead; 
The  clouds  in  weirdsome  fashion  rent, 

As  'fore  the  tempest  storm  they  fled. 
The  lightnings  heralded  the  fanes, 
And  wrapped  the  sky  in  golden  chains. 

The  battle  centred  in  the  west 

As  Sol  his  brightest  light-beams,  played; 
The  alien  hosts  each  other  pressed, 

For  mighty  forces  were  arrayed; 
Each  angry  crowd  was  charged  with  light, 
Effulgent,  beautiful,  and  bright. 

The  blackest  clouds  were  purple  dyed, 
The  lighftr  mists  were  painted  red; 

While  violet  tints  in  struggle  vied 
The  brightest  beams  of  light  to  wed. 

As  vapours  darkened  into  shade, 

The  deeper  ruby  crimson  swayed. 

It  was  a  wondrous  changing  scene: 
The  golden  glory  held  its  own. 

Reverberating  thunders  e'en 

Proclaimed  the  line  of  battle  strewn 

With  forces  marshalled  for  the  fray, 

In  roaring  tempest's  grandest  play. 

By  strategy  the  sun  essayed 

To  lead  his  forces  from  the  field; 

His  plight  was  but  a  ruse — a  raid — 
The  scattered  alien  hosts  to  wield. 

Electric  currents  keenly  clashed, 

And  lightning  flames  the  heavens  flashed. 

Explosions  lighted  up  the  skies, 

The  thunders  broke  in  deafening  peals; 

And  for  the  hungry,  thirsty  eyes 
The  rain  abundant  blessing  seals. 

The  angered  elements  evolve, 

And  all  discordant  jars  dissolve. 
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THE    LAST    VOYAGE. 


Dropping  the  anchor  at  the  port, 

Her  manifest  declared; 
Her  sails  are  drawn,  her  ropes  are  coiled, 

To  get  the  craft  repaired. 
She  saileth  now  to  sail  her  last, 

A  voyage  to  lands  unknown; 
To  register  credentials, 

Authorities   to   own. 


She  sailed  on  tour  on  life's  rough  way, 

Across  a  troubled  sea; 
She  did  her  work,  and  had  her 

In  human  memory. 
She  carried  gold  of  vast  estate, 

A  wealth  of  priceless  worth; 
But  now  lies  overhauled  to  wait 

Her  passage  from  this  earth. 


The  first  lieutenant  had  been  called 

To  get  his  papers  signed, 
While  the  Commander  of  the  brig 

New  rigged  her  to  His  mind. 
Behold  her  coming  in  at  last: 

How  gloriously  she  sails! 
The  hosts  of  heaven  heed  her  quest, 

And  the  Commander  hails. 


Arrived  at  home,  the  portal  won, 

Immortal  in  the  skies; 
A  miracle  by  Wisdom  wrought, 

Another  glorious  prize. 
The  mighty  fleet  is  there  surveyed, 

Each  victor  vessel  crowned; 
The  Lord  of  Hosts,  Immanuel, 

Peals  forth  the  joyful  sound. 
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MOUNT    WELLINGTON. 

Upon  the  mountain  heights,   the     grey-clad    mist 

clouds  play, 

Until  the  sun  ascends  to  draw  the  rifts  away; 
He  smiles  benignantly  to  kiss  the  rising  tears, 
To  melt  the  icy  chill,  and  soothe  the  brooding  fears. 
.All  Nature  looketh  on  the  hills  around  so  calm, 
In  mute  expectancy  to  catch  the  healing  balm; 
The  hollows  and  the  fern  tree  dells  from    slumber 

peep, 
And  grassy  mounds  in  morning  mists  awake  from 

sleep; 

Receiving  sweet  benignity  of  silvered  light, 
To  bathe  themselves  and  lay  aside  their  robes    of 

night. 

Epacridae,  allied  to  Britain's  heather  bloom, 
Their  white,  and  red,  and  pink,  bewitchingly  assume; 
While   cranberries,   on   creeping    vines,     of    youth 

remind, 
Of  those  we  loved  on  Welsh  and  Scottish  braes  to 

find; 
The  kindly   Mount,  with   sympathies   for  those    at 

home, 
Bids  scented  briar  roses  in  wild  freedom  roam. 

Amid  the  rugged  boulders  scattered  gracefully, 
The  rounded  weathered  angles  worn  so  cunningly; 
In  nicks  and  crevices  the  ferns  so  vivid  green, 
Adorn  the  lowly  beauty  of  the  mosses  sheen; 
And  lichens  weirdly  shapen,  sombre,  green,  and  grey, 
Protect  the  stoney  beds  they  slowly  eat  away. 
The  dew-drops  crystallising  in  the  sheltered  glades, 
Are  sparkling  as  their  diamonds  touch  the  lights,  and 

shades; 

The  bushes  gracefully  arrange  their  equipage, 
And  monarchs  of  the  forest  in  their  hoary  age, 
With  the  official  shrubs  arrayed  in  evergreen, 
Reveal  the  glories  which  the  long  ago  have  seen. 
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Mount  Wellington,  on  hills  below  thy  sentries  stand. 
To  introduce  the  visitors  on  either  hand; 
While  in  the  landscape  scenes  appear  to  view, 
Her  stately  courts  and  ancient  halls  to  Nature  true; 
Inhabited  of  yore  in  far  off  happy  days, 
With  Nature  minstrels  sounding  all  their  choicest 

lays. 

Her  palaces  as,  monuments  of  martial  glory  stay, 
Till  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  nations  melt  away; 
Their  gardens  laid  with  subtlety,  the  sweets  embalm,. 
The  records  of  the  ages  in  enchanting  charm; 
As  trees  and  terraces  above  each  other  rise, 
To  catch  the  softer  breezes  in  their  lullabies. 
The    here    and  there   was,  left   a   sheltered   glade 

plateau, 
Where     fairies     roamed     to    watch   the   crystalled 

fountains  flow; 

Within  their  drawing  rooms  in  blushes  and  romance, 
The  kings  of  Nature  called  to  chivalry  and  dance; 
Bewitching  steps  are  passing  by  the  rippling  stream, 
Or  in  their  bowers  pose  to  some  new  passing  dream. 

The  kings  of  Nature,  keen  in  counselled  friendly 

chat, 

Were  mindful  of  the  sighs  that  on  the  breezes  sat; 
And  contemplating  how  to  bid  the  bulwarks  rise, 
Their  citadels  impregnable  to  weird  surprise; 
The   controversy  waxed   more    warm    in    schemes 

designed 

To  prove  the  greater  wisdom  of  the  greater  mind. 
At  length  one  ancient  sage  in  majesty  arose, 
To  further  counsel  bring  for  vanquishing  their  foes. 
"  'Twere  useless,"  so  he  said,  "to  raise  against  the 

light, 

A  citadel,  at  least  four  thousand  feet  in  height; 
It  would  at  once  destroy  the  mountain  symmetry, 
And  bid  goodbye  to  all  our  glorious  liberty." 
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The  counsellors  were  mute,  in  general  assent; 
Their  undivided  mind  to  further  counsel  lent; 
Attention,  one  and  all,  they  gave  the  learned  sage 
Who  spoke  in  Nature's  might  of  every  bygone  age. 
"Is  this  our  day  of  strength  against  all  future  need? 
In  Nature's  ways,  and  means  for  battlement  I  plead." 

And  thus  it  came  about  in  ages  long  ago, 
With  leverage  of  frost  and  crisping  frozen  snow, 
The  rocks  were  cleaved  apart  in  deepening  crevasse, 
Where  surface  waters  sought  to  bid  the  drainage 

pass. 
When  suddenly,   'mid  lightning  flash  and  thunder 

roar, 

The  trembling  earthquakes  rumbled  more  and  more; 
The  piles  of  solid  rock  asunder  rent  apart, 
The  chest  from  bosom  torn  exposed  the  bleeding 

heart. 
The  fragments  scattered  far  and  wide,  in  hurried 

leap 
Left  mountain  fastnesses,  precipitous  and  steep. 


AFTER    THE    STORM. 

The  storm  has  ceased:  the  songsters,  sing 
Their  choicest,  sweetest  lays; 

The  sunshine  glad  rejoicings  bring 
Of  re-ascending  praise. 

The  whole  creation  looks  so  calm, 

The  glory  fans  the  leaves; 
For  breath  of  heaven  lends  its  balm 

And  peace  the  earth  receives. 

All  Nature  seems  to  hear  the  voice 
That  whispers,  "Peace,  be  still"; 

That  bids  the  weeping  world  rejoice, 
God's  mercy  to  fulfil. 
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THE    THIRD    SOLAR    ATMOSPHERE. 


There  rolled  a  heavy  storm-cloud  o'er, 

So  hlack,  voluminous,  and  dens.e, 
The  lightnings  flashing  evermore, 

The  thunders  signalled  to  commence; 
The  cloud  obscured  the  solar  disc, 

And  dared  the  sunshine  to  efface; 
The  vapours  rising  into  mists, 

The  sun's  bright  service  to  displace. 


The  sun  in  martialled  grandeur  rose, 

And  quite  ignored  the  vapour  guile; 
But  spread  his  softest  light  beams  forth, 

To  flash  his  most  benignant  smile; 
Bestowed  his  softest  mellowed  rays, 

In  vivid  light  zone  calm  and  clear, 
And  --.wattling  all  the  tempest  cloud, 

Gave  the  third  solar  atmosphere. 


The  five  star-rayed  film  arcs  of  light, 

Had  spanned  the  circuit  of  the  sky; 
The  feather  plumes  as  arching  fans, 

The  threaded  sunbeams  passing  by; 
Vibrationed  ladder  steps  they  played, 

The  glittering  fairy  rungs  of  light; 
And  'mid  a  silvered  halo  spread, 

A  beaming  grace  exceeding  bright. 


The  plumelet  clouds  and  feathered  spray 

Deu'ared  the  charms  by  tints  untold; 
While  all  the  waves  of  darker  cloud 

Were  blazoned  forth  in  spangled  gold. 
The  sun  had  triumphed  in  his  might, 

As  feet  of  angels  seemed  to  play; 
Illumining  the  mystery 

Into  the  perfect  sunshine  day. 
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LET   THERE   BE    LIGHT. 


When  waves  of  sorrow  swiftly  roll, 
To  overwhelm  my  sinking  soul, 
And  angrily  the  billows  leap 
Across  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
And  darkness  turneth  day  to  night, 
Let  there  be  light. 


When  storm-clauds  fill  the  lowering  sky, 

And  winds,  in  tempest  meanings  sigh, 

As  hurricanes  sweep  on  in  haste, 

To  devastate  and  lay  in  waste 

My  soul,  before  their  crushing  might, 

Let  there  be  light. 


When  sore  temptation  shocks  assail, 
And  all  my  strength  and  courage  fail, 
As  foes  attacking  everywhere, 
Assail  my  spirit  to  despair; 
Oh,  give  me  grace  to  pray  aright, 
Let  there  be  light. 


When,  'mid  prosperity  and  ease, 
The  worldly  joys  and  pleasures  please, 
My  spirit,  as  so  oft  of  old, 
Forsakes  its  love  and  groweth  cold; 
Indifference  my  soul  must  blight, 
Let  there  be  light. 


When  I  succumb  in  Jordan's  stream, 
And  life  suspends,  as  passing  dream, 
As  brain  beclouded,  gasping  breath, 
Reveals,  the  ravages  of  death; 
Oh,  Sun  Divine!  I  ask  the  sight, 
Let  there  be  light. 
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A    NATURE    TEXT. 

The  cosmos  is  so  beautiful, 

The  universe  so  grand, 
And  Nature  in  her  loveliness 

Our  plaudits,  must  command; 
Her  life  is  so  divinely  fair: 
But  death  is  there. 

We  turn  to  Nature  and  we  ask: 

The  desolations,  why? 
The  glory  of  the  universe, 

Was  it  but  born  to  die? 
It  is  the  life  divinely  fair, 
Yet  death  is  there. 

All  Nature  shadows  speak  the  truth, 
All  foul  corruption  dies; 

The  dust  and  ashes-  are  removed, 
Preparing  Paradise; 

The  life  immortal  is  so  fair: 

No  death  is  there. 


PHILOSOPHY. 

Who  say  there  is  no  heaven  to  the  thinkers  tell! 

The  absence  of  a  heaven  opens  up  a  hell; 

Who  say  there  is  no  devil,  must  have  failed  to  see 

That  origin  of  evil  outside  of  s-elf  may  be; 

Who  all  the  spirit  ego  in  themselves  deny 

Should  not  in  false  pretences  hope  to  live  on  high; 

Whose  being  is  the  atmospheric  breath 

Can  have  no  moral  life  to  save  from  death. 

To  nothing  higher  than  the  brutes  the  fools  aspire, 

To  eat  and  drink  and  loaf,  and  then  expire. 

When  prodigals  deny  their  origin  Divine, 

They  are  unfit  to  share  the  husks  for  swine. 
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CHRISTMAS   NIGHT    REVELATION. 


The  angels  are  winging  their  rapid  flight, 
The  stars  are  beaming  the  shadows  of  night; 
The  moon  to  the  sun  her  rhapsody  smiles, 
As  the  glory  of  light  her  being  beguiles; 
The  night  is  quiet,  while  the  heavens  tell, 
And  the  firmament  feels  the  joyous,  swell; 
For  harmonies  sweet  are  filling  the  air, 
The  angels  are  singing  God's  message  there. 


A  brighter  than  all  the  stars  of  the  sky, 
The  Star  of  the  East  is  shining  on  high; 
The  Sun  of  the  world,  immortal,  divine, 
In  temple  of  manhood  has  come  to  shine; 
The  human  creation  rises  again, 
To  goodwill  and  favour,  peace  unto  men; 
Rejoice  and  be  glad,  ye  nations  rejoice, 
Thanksgiving  and  praises  attune  your  voice. 


Sweet  inspirations  are  gushing  the  soul, 
The  life-stream  is  filling  the  human  whole; 
For  from  the  Altar  of  the  Great  White  Throne 
The  Fountain  of  Life  is  breathing  His  own; 
The  tidal  river  from  the  ocean  sea, 
In  justice  and  grace:  the  life  gift  is  free, 
The  light  of  the  Sun  that  streams  from  above, 
A  three-rayed  glory  of  life,  light,  and  love. 


Rejoice  and  be  glad,  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 
The  Son  of  the  Father  cometh  to  reign; 
Descending,  He  takes  the  kingdom  of  death, 
in  mercy  inspires  the  life-giving  breath. 
He  bears  to  the  death  the  sin  of  the  world, 
Eis  flag  of  salvation  for  man  is  unfurled; 
He  came  to  be  offered,  as  Wisdom  schemed: 
God's,  justice  and  love,  and  man  is  redeemed. 
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PARODY    ON    POPE'S    ODE. 

Vital   spark  of  heavenly  flame, 
Gift  of  life,  of  spotless  fame, 
Trembling,  fainting,  struggling,  sighing, 
Oh,  the  mystery  of  dying. 
Miracle  of  second  birth: 
Man's  probation  on  the  earth. 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 
Breath  of  God,  in  Jesus'  Name; 
The  Omnipotent  Immortal, 
Streameth  from  the  shining  portal; 
Fervid  love,  and  light,  and  life, 
Seizing  death  in  mortal  strife. 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 
Altar  fire  to  cleanse  the  shame, 
All  the  living  spirit  filling, 
And  the  physical  distilling; 
Cleansing  human  dust  to  rise 
To  a  mansion  in  the  skies. 

Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 
Compasseth  this  mortal  frame; 
Upward  to  the  heavens  winging, 
Hosts  of  angel  bearers,  singing; 
Incorruptible,  Divine: 
Immortality  to  shine. 


THE    SAYINGS    OF    THE    I M  MANUEL. 

The  dust  of  His  sayings  is  gold, 

The  gold  that  is  priceless  in  worth; 
The  measure  hath  never  been  told, 

All  His  goodness  is  filling  the  earth. 
An  ocean  of  boundless  abyss, 

That  shineth  a  heaven  of  light; 
Eternal,  unspeakable  bliss, 

That  tells  of  the  One  Infinite. 
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THE    ONENESS    OF    THE    UNIVERSE. 

There  is  one  God — for  only  one  could  alway  be 

Eternal,  holy,  infinite — the  Deity. 

No  contra  dual  governments  could  co-exist, 

Eternal  and  infinite  factors  to  enlist; 

One  code  alone  of  righteous  morals  could  obtain, 

The  harmonies  of  free-will  action  to  sustain. 

Creations  must,  in  all  their  evidence,  reveal 

The  patent  factors  of  the  thoughts  the  methods  seal. 

All  structures  demonstrate  before  the  light  of  dayr 
The  volume  of  the  wisdom  their  designs  display; 
The  creature  is  the  work  of  the  Creator's  skill, 
The  agency  to  manifest  His  mind  and  will; 
For,  as  a  thought  is  but  an  effort  of  the  mind, 
Incorporate  embodiment  the  power  defined, 
So  every  creature  in  its  manifesting  soul, 
Reveals  its  pattern,  the  conception  of  the  whole. 


THE    MANIFESTED     LOVE. 

A  great  white  throne,  and  He  that  sat  thereon 

Was  like  unto  the  sun  to  look  upon, 

His  feet  as  shining  brass,   exceeding  bright, 

A  dazzling  golden  cloud  of  living  light; 

His  eyes  flashed  forth  the  vivid  lightning  flame, 

Which    from    love's    furnace     breathes     Messiah's 

Name; 

His  voice  as  many  waters  rolled  its  song 
To  every  nation,  people,  kindred,  tongue. 
A  mighty  fulness  of  impassioned  roar, 
In  cascade  vapours  breathing  evermore. 
His  tongue,  a  flame  and  double-edged  sword, 
Guarded  the  gates  of  Paradise  restored. 
His  countenance,  benignity  of  grace, 
As  ocean  mirror,  rhapsodied  His  face. 
His  hair  was  whiter  than  the  driven  snow, 
'Neath  winter's  mid-day  sun's  intenser  glow. 
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A  dazzling  rainbow  arched  around  His  head, 
And  gems  of  light  in  living  settings  shed. 
Upon  His  breast  the  High  Priest's  ephod  placed, 
A  golden  girdle  fastened  round  His  waist. 
No  need  of  sun,  the  Human  Temple  filled, 
God's  glory  shines,  in  dews  of  grace  distilled; 
The  life  of  God  in  our  humanity, 
Flames  round  about  the  Christ  a  glassy  sea: 
The  Sun  Divine  the  Temple  blazed  with  light, 
And  God  in  Man  revealed  the  Infinite. 
The  Trinity  of  Living  Sun  to  shine, 
God's,  greatest  glory  is  the  Man  Divine. 

What  was  it  could  the  Lord  Almighty  move 
To  give  Himself  in  sacrifice?     'Twas  love: 
To  raise  our  manhood  God  for  mortals  died, 
Infinite  Source,  Life's  Fountain  sanctified. 
Man's  death  atoned,  God  Almighty  can  forgive, 
As  love  and  justice  yearn  mankind  to  live. 
Amazing  love,  that  God  should  die  for  me; 
Unfathomed  ocean  of  eternity: 
This  energy  of  love  the  Christ  appears, 
.And  God  His  creatures  in  His  Temple  nears. 
The  Temple  is  a  very  sun  of  light,  a  flame, 
And  universe  adores  the  Holy  Name. 


GOD'S  NEW  BRIDE,  THE  ONE  TRUE  CHURCH. 

The  living  Church  of  living  God 
In  heaven  above  and  earth  abroad, 
Is  one  in  her  Redeeming  Lord, 
Her  garments  purity  and  light, 
The  Bride  of  Christ,  in  robes  of  white, 
Shines  in  the  Sun,  exceeding  bright. 

Chorus. 

Am  I  a  member  of  that  throng, 
Which  bears  His  mark,  and  knows  His  song? 
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Jerusalem,  the  city  fair, 

Nought  that  defiles  can  enter  there; 

The  Bridegroom's  love  with  bride  to  share, 

Sinners  in  mercy  justified, 

Believers,  holy,  sanctified, 

Members,  His  Church,  His  one  true  bride. 

Apostles,  in  succession  play 

A  ministry  of  brightening  day, 

Where  new-born  prophets  teach  and  pray. 

No  priestly  orders  hold  a  place: 

The  brotherhood,  who  see  His  face, 

Are  ministers  in  Christ's  free  grace. 

The  Lord  alone  is  the  High  Priest, 
He  gives  His  guests  a  royal  feast, 
Where  those  are  first  who  were  the  least; 
Each  one  a  priest  brings  hymnal  lays, 
The  all  in  sacrifice  to  raise 
In  joyous  Messianic  praise. 

Am  I  a  member  of  that  throng, 

Which  bears  His  mark  and  knows  His  song? 


M'KINLEY'S  BURIAL. 

"loung  girls  spread  flowers  before  the  coffin  of 
President  M'Kinley." 

So  touching  and  so  sad, 

Appealing  to  the  tenderest  emotions, 
The  nations  sigh  to  see  him  die, 

For  sympathy  is  ne'er  hemmed  in  by  oceans.; 

The  people  and  the  ruler's  heart  devotions 
Say,  "Anarchy  is  mad." 

The  human  family 

Of  ev'ry  people,  language,  tribe,  and  nation, 

Is  only  one  to  follow  on, 

Uprising  to  a  higher  consummation, 
Immortal  life,  in  fulness  of  salvation, 

Expanding  with  eternity. 
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The  maidens  of  the  State, 

In  queenly  innocence  of  youth  and  beauty, 

Sweet  love  repeat  as  sorrows  meet; 

And  sympathy  tracks  out  the  path  of  duty, 
With  tears  and  flowers,,  the  spirit's  tribute  booty, 

Where  heaven  and  earth  in  mourning  wait. 

'Tis  by  the  open  grave, 

The  human  race  as  mourners  lowly  meeting, 

Heart  telleth  heart,  'tis  noc  to  part, 

To  watch  the  mortal  folding  bonds  retreating, 
We  catch  our  breath,  in  mortal  tremors,  fleeting, 

Disrobing  death,  the  life  to  save. 


THE    KEY-NOTE. 

Creation  stills  to  silence,  as  her  Sovereign  Lord 

In  mercy  manifests  the  love  of  God; 

Or  marks  the  awful  wrath  which  binds  hell's  hosta 

in  chains, 

As  Christ  Immanuel  His,  triumph  gains. 
The  weeping  women,  out  of  Galilee,  are  dumb, 
While  rank  and  fashion  still  refuse  to  come 
To  mourn,  as  Nature  beats  the  muffled  drum. 

The  Saviour,  King  of  Kings,  the  Lord  Jehovah  dies, 
And  darkness  hides  the  sun  and  veils  the  skies; 
The  universe  her  own  Creator's  anguish  feels, 
The  trembling  earth  in  shock  of  earthquake  reels; 
The  Temple's  veil  in  trembling  wave  asunder  rends, 
As  speaks  the  Voice  that  finite  thought  transcends. 
"  'Tis  finished,"  Moral  Evil's  kingdom  ends. 

Oh,  mystery  profound,  immense,  unsearchable, 
That  God  in  mortal  tenement  should  dwell; 
The  human  sin  in  sinless  sacrifice  to  bear, 
The  human  death  with  men  in  love  to  share. 
Condemned  with  them  to  die,  the  Sinless  One  alone 
To  Justice  yields  her  dues,  her  claims  to  own, 
And  by  His  death  doth  human  death  atone. 
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The  Living  Fountain  now  reveals  the  Shining  Sun, 
I'or  life  for  all  the  dead  His  death  hath  won; 
Omnipotence  eternal  life  to  each  would  give, 
We  simply  have  to  come,  and  ask,  and  live; 
The  gospel  message  bids  us  all  the  world  invite, 
To  scatter  darkness  in  Messiah's  light, 
And  know  in  Him  the  Father  Infinite. 


THE  AUSTRALIAN  BUSH. 

I  love  the  wild  Australian  bush, 

Its  trees  are  always  green; 
And  as  the  morning  life  thrills  flush, 

How  glorious  is  the  scene. 
The  dew  drops  give  the  opening  flowers, 

Amid  the  mortal  strife 
The  sun-beamed  energising  powers 

Elaborating  life. 


Chorus. 

Oh,  give  me  the  Australian  bush, 

Expansive,  open,  free; 
In  all  the  bloom  of  virgin  blush, 

And  sunshine  liberty. 


I  love  to  see  the  butterflies, 

Around  the  blossoms  play, 
And  fan  their  wings  in  sunny  skies, 

To  the  approaching  day. 
How  full  of  soul  the  parrots  seem, 

'Mid  eucalyptus  blooms; 
In  playful  frolic  as  they  scream., 

And  trim  their  coloured  plumes.     Chorus 
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I  love  to  roam  among  the  trees, 

And  study  Nature's  charms; 
And  feel  the  passion  of  the  breeze, 

That  lulleth  in  its  arms; 
To  hear  the  birds  in  whispers  call, 

Or  thrill  their  louder  notes, 
Vibrating  love  songs  as  they  fall, 

From    love    inspiring   throats-  Chorus 


I  love  the  wild  Australian  bush, 

Expansive,  open,  free; 
The    evensong  Cicadas  hush, 

The  joys  of  liberty. 
The  deepening  shadows  as  they  paint, 

The  sunset  purple  glow; 
The  insect  hum  and  rhythms  quaint, 

In  thankful  overflow.  Chorus. 


THE  OPENING  DAY,  JUNE  4,  1900. 

Behold  the  bright  cerulean  blue, 

The  soft  white  mists  of  daydawn  dew; 

The  silvered  light,  in  flickered  play, 

Vibrationed  trills  of  softest  ray; 

The  fluttering  foliage  of  the  trees, 

In  trembling  whispers  to  the  breeze; 

The  crisp  cool  inspirating  air, 

The  animation  everywhere; 

The  virgin  blush  of  opening  flowers 

The  dew  drops  smiling  forth  their  powers; 

The  matin  joys,  the  love  kiss  brings, 

The  rhapsody  the  songster  sings; 

The  whole  creation  greets  the  sun, 

And  one  more  day  is  wooed  and  won. 
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A   LIFE  SONG. 

Oh,  sing  to  me,  ye  angels;  sing 
The  song  of  everlasting  life; 
The  higher  being  of  the  man, 
The  glory  of  the  human  span, 
That  ceaseth  strife. 


Oh,  sing  to  me,  ye  shadows  sing, 
The  butterflies  their  colours  won, 
From  brightest  beams  of  morning  sun. 
Of  noble  deeds  and  duties  done, 
Ye  shadows,  sing. 


Oh,  sing  to  me,  ye  lovely  flowers, 

That  manifest  a  Father's  care; 

In  colours  beautiful  and  fair, 

Your  life  streams  blooming  everywhere. 

Ye  blossoms,  sing. 

Oh,  sing  to  me,  ye  heavens  aflame, 
The  glory  of  the  suns  and  stars; 
The  comets,  meteoric  cars, 
The  harmony  which  never  jars, 
Your  glories  sing. 


Oh,  sing  to  me,  Messiah  King, 
Of  holy  life  and  light  and  love, 
The  breathings  filling  Heaven  above, 
Through  every  spirit  soul  to  move, 
My  Saviour,  sing. 


My  soul  shall  sing,  my  s.pirit  soar, 
As  praises  to  Thy  Name  arise, 
To  meet  my  Jesus  in  the  skies, 
Immortal  life  the  victor's  prize, 
My  soul  shall  sing. 
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A  CHILD  PICTURE. 

Restless  as  a  little  child, 
Spirits  gushing,  full  of  fun, 

Full  of  life  and  freedom  wild, 
For  its  journey  just  begun; 

As  the  mountain  goat  untamed, 

As  the  lamb  for  frolic  famed. 


All  its  being  planned  to  be, 
Uttermost  expansive  growth, 

In  a  full  activity, 
Alien  to  crippling  sloth; 

Mortal  forces  everywhere, 

Life  and  death  are  struggling  there. 


All  its  trills  in  concert  play, 
To  sustain  the  living  soul; 

Training  forward,  day  by  day, 
Every  part  to  perfect  whole, 

As  the  harmonies  evolve, 

Human  mysteries  to  solve. 


Jesus  was  a  little  child, 
By  the  Holy  Spirit  trained; 
Holy,  blameless,  unbeguiled, 

Love  in  Him  supremely  reigned. 
While  he  gained  in  human  span. 
Love  beloved  by  God  and  man. 


Parents,  train  each  little  child 
In  exuberance,  joyous,  free; 
Humble,  loving,  meek  and  mild, 

Citizens  of  worth  to  be; 
In  the  Christ  Child  perfect  soul, 
Unit  of  Infinite  whole. 
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HUMAN   LIFE. 

Passing  away,  as  a  tale  that  is  told, 
Every  moment  fresh  sorrows  unfold. 
Where  is  the  glory  and  honour  of  man, 
Just  as  a  bubble,  his  life  but  a  span? 
Ceaseless  procession  of  struggle  and  strife, 
Living  and  dying,  the  death  unto  life. 


Vain  is  his  glory  that  passeth  away, 
Even  the  shadows  grow  dim  in  decay; 
Deep  is  the  cistern  that  holdeth  the  well, 
Deeper  its  emptiness,  darkness,  and  hell: 
Object  of  pity  or  object  of  scorn, 
What  are  the  crowns  which     the     monarchs 
adorn  ? 

\ 

Labours  the  man  in  the  sweat  of  his  brow, 

Cursed  is  creation  because  of  him  now, 

Polity  mortal,  exceedingly  strange, 

Matter  is  changing,  and  ever  must  change. 

Death  ushers  in  the  beginning  of  birth, 

Never  to  leave  him  till  man  leaveth  earth. 


Vast  as  creation,  and  mighty  its  scope, 
Breezes  are  whispering  infinite  hope  ; 
Under' the  surface  of  sorrow  and  care, 
Filling  the  spiritual  everywhere  ; 
Burneth  the  breath  of  the  heavenly  fire, 
Shining  the  soul  star,  and  higher  and  higher. 


Shineth  the  Sun  from  His.  heaven  above, 
Kindling  the  sunbeams  of  life,  light,  and  love. 
Into  the  ocean  of  all  human  woe, 
God  sends  His  sunbeams,  His  mercy  to  flow: 
Vaster  than  chaos,  and  vaster  than  night, 
Stars  of  the  heaven  bespangle,  their  light. 
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Just  as  the  daylight  dark  matter  refines, 
Crystal  the  sunbeams  to  permanent  lines: 
Flashing  the  diamond  and  every  gem; 
Glories  to  burnish  the  earth's  diadem, 
Life  is  its  setting,  light  crystals  the  soul, 
Rising,  becoming  immortally  whole. 


THE  AUSTRALIAN  BROOK. 

In  memory  of  and  dedicated  to  Lord  Tennyson. 

In  mountain  dell,  'twixt  crag  and  fell, 

Where  timid  lyre-birds  fearless  play; 

A  bubbling  spring,  a  little  thing, 

Arose  to  greet  the  smiling  day; 

Where  sun-dews  weep,  the  waters  creep, 

And  trickle  into  tiny  streams, 

And  insect  flight  attracts  the  light, 

To  fascinating  silvered  dreams; 

Around  the  flow  small  bushes  grow, 

As  sentinels  to  mark  the  place; 

For  here  was  born  in  age  forlorn, 

A  stream  to  mighty  river  trace. 

The  woodland  rill,  so  peaceful  still, 

Goes  gliding  onward,  fresh  and  cold, 

In  gurgling  zones  round  moss-girt  stones, 

And  quartzose  pebbles  carrying  gold; 

But  while  it  sings,  some  sister  springs 

Their  choruses  allied  attune; 

As,  crystalled  bright,  their  waves  unite, 

To  catch  the  phases  of  the  moon. 

In  fairy  quest  the  wavelets  breast, 

To  form  the  clear  and  limpid  pool; 

While  brighter  spots,  forget  me  nots, 

Are  symbols  of  love's  golden  rule. 

The  rills  flow  on,  as,  one  by  one, 

The  res.tless  waters  rush  or  glide 

Round  Saxifrage  of  golden  age, 

Where  gems  of  Nature  humbly  hide 

The  water  cress  and  lady's   ,ress, 

With  blossoms  white  and  florets  red, 

Round  brooklime  true,  pink,  purple,  blue, 
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On  which  the  lonely  herons  tread. 

The  cotton  phlos,  and  sphagnum  moss, 

Amid  the  water  violets  grow, 

Where  heedless  tread  on  springey  bed 

May  bring  unwary  travellers  low. 

Encircling  rills  the  streamlet  fills, 

Until  it  forms  the  mountain  brook, 

To  plunge,  and  creep,  and  foam,  and  leap 

Through  rocky  gorge  or  craggy  nook. 

The  English  trout  is  rising  out 

To  seize  some  unsuspecting  fly; 

While  croaking  frog  in  hollow  log 

Salutes.,  the  music  rolling  by. 

The  rare  cuckoos  and  cockatoos 

Rejoice  in  Nature  wild  and  free, 

As  shy  bell-bird  its  note  makes  heard 

Against  the  coach-whip's  minstrelsy. 

Past  banks  of  green — the  brightest  seen — 

Where  tree-ferns  wave  their  graceful  fronds; 

And  arching  vines  each  intertwines 

To  shade  the  bower  which  responds. 

The  growing  stream,  a  rising  theme, 

Is  gaining  volume  every  hour, 

To  channel  out,  in  winding  route, 

A  waterway  of  will  and  power; 

While  sassafras,  the  sweetest,  far, 

Of  all  the  scented  woodland  trees, 

O'erhanging  shades  mid  covert  glades, 

For  ever  trembles  to  the  breeze. 

The  butterflies  at  dawn  aris,e, 

To  drink  the  nectar  of  the  blooms; 

The  sunbeams  flash,  the  waters  splash, 

And  Earth  her  bridal  dress  assumes. 

The  babbling  brook,  with  placid  look, 

Into  a  mighty  river  grows; 

In  broadening  swell,  with  men  to  dwell, 

And  possibilities,  disclose; 

Through  verdant  plains  new  strength  it  gains, 

To  travel  onward  to  the  sea; 

While  merchandise  its  bosom  plies, 

Increasing  to  immensity. 
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CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 


Wonderful,  wonderful,  earth  is  amazed, 

Jesus,  the  Counsellor,  peace  and  good  will, 
God  for  His  goodness  eternally  praised, 

Goodness  and  mercy  humanity  fill. 
Human  salvation  in  justice  proclaimed, 

Death  to  atonement  has  gained  the  reprieve; 
Life  as  a  furnace  of  energy  flamed, 

Biddeth  the  world  Christ's  salvation  receive 


Wonderful,  wonderful,  quicken  each  voice, 

Jes,us  Immanuel  triumphs  for  me. 
Hasten,  ye  nations,  awake  and  rejoice, 

God  in  His  graciousness  maketh  us  free; 
Glory,  already  salvation  is  won, 

Love  as  an  atmosphere  circles  the  race, 
Every  babe's  resurrection  begun, 

Plenteous  redemption,  amazing  the  grace. 


Wonderful,  wonderful,  let  us  arise 

Into  new  life,  with  the  Saviour  be  born; 
Watch  as  the  Sun  is  revealing  the  skies, 

Shining  a  light  on  the  Christmas  morn; 
Be  of  good  cheer,  and  exult,  and  be  glad, 

Come  and  partake  of  the  heavenly  feast. 
Claiming  your  pardon,  no  longer  be  sad, 

Life  in  abundance  to  service  increased. 


Wonderful,  wonderful,  herald  the  call, 

Publish  to  all  men  the  wonderful  news: 
Mighty  Salvation  accomplished  for  all — 

Life's  resurrection  let  no  one  refuse. 
Moment  by  moment  life  giveth  the  breath, 

Little  by  little  the  sainthood  to  grow, 
Till  by  its  fulness  expelling  the  death, 

Infinite  life  immortality  flow. 
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THE  EVE  OF  THE  PASSOVER. 


The  eve  of  the  Passover  draweth  nigh, 

When  the  Son  of  Man  comes  forth  to  die; 

When  the  Lamb  of  God,  the  Oblation  slain, 

Was  ordained  the  Man,  to  cleanse  man's  stain. 

The  night  was  hurrying  on  apace, 

As  the  moon  at  full  hid  her  blood-stained  face, 

For  the  Sun  was  darkened  in  emotioned  ire, 

In  the  rising  wrath  of  smoke  and  fire. 

The  Son  of  God,  as  God,  His.  Sun  to  flame; 

The  Son  of  Man, to  bear  the  Human  shame; 

The  Lamb  of  the  triumph  of  Jesus'  Name. 


Silent  and  saddened,  the  disciples  steal; 

In  chilling  waves  Human  tremors  to  feel. 

The  darkening  hours  of  human  shadows  fall, 

Beginning  or  finish  of  human  all. 

The  twelve  disciples  summoned  to  prepare 

In  haste  the  evening  meal,  for  all  to  share. 

Alas!  alas!  the  shadows  drop  around, 

For  in  that  social  group  is  traitor  found. 

In  consternation,  treachery  to  meet, 

The  Saviour  wisely  guards  against  defeat; 

Disrobing,  washes  His  disciples'  feet. 


The  group  are  sorrowful  and  sore  amazed, 

For  treachery  is  cruel.     Each  is  dazed. 

This  first-born  church — the  loving  family — 

Must  they  disband?  or  each  suspected  be? 

As  Jesus  dips  a  sop,  to  Judas  gives, 

The  man,  appalled,  his  conscious  guilt  perceives. 

As  traitor  swiftly  called  to  pass  along, 

And  not  delay  the  struggle  of  the  wrong, 

The  man  exposed  before  the  Living  Light 

Went  forth,  a  snake  in  darkness  of  the  night, 

Condemned  by  men  and  angels  out  of  sight. 
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The  traitor  swiftly  vanished,  passed  outside, 
And  then  the  Son  of  Man  was  glorified. 
Jesus,  in  prayer,  with  God  Himself  communes, 
And  God  with  Man  the  Sacrifice  attunes. 
The  God-Man  thus  was  now  at  liberty 
To  bid  His  friends  God's  human  tenure  see. 
"Love  one  another;  love  as  God  loves  Me: 
Our  union  love  shall  holy  oneness  be." 
They  sing  a  hymn,. and  then  the  group  essay, 
Accompanying  Jesus  on  His  way; 
Affrighted,  follow,  close,  yet  far  away. 

Proceeding  to  the  garden,  lovely  fair, 

Partaking  of  His  life  flow,  His  to  share: 

"For  never,  till  the  Kingdom  shall  be  Mine, 

Am  I  to  drink  with  you  blood  of  the  vine." 

The  human  is  saddened,  too  chilled  to  weep, 

So  God  in  mercy  permits  them  to  sleep. 

Jesus  retires  to  struggle  all  alone, 

To  suffer  and  to  die,  the  Human  to  atone. 

"If  it  is  possible,  Father,  remove 

The  anguish  of  shame  in  passion  of  love. 

How  can  I  bear  all  the  wrath  from  above?" 

In  passion  He  loves,  in  agony  prays, 
Overwhelming  the  burden,  He  struggles  to  raise; 
As  blood  from  His  body  in  sweat  drops  pours, 
The  service  of  God  He  loves  and  adores; 
He  wakes  His  diciples,  alas  to  find, 
Overwhelmed  and  los.t  in  sorrow  of  mind; 
Oh,  could  you  not  watch  for  a  single  hour, 
Your  sympathy  planting  courage  and  power; 
Retiring  again,  the  triumph  is  won, 
"Not  Mine,  oh,  Father,  but  Thy  will  be  done, 
I  am  in  Thy  grace,  Thy  obedient  Son." 

Again  He  returns  and  finds  them  asleep, 
But  calls  them  to  come  fresh  vigils  to  keep; 
Then  Judas  they  meet,  the  knave     with  a  crowd, 
The  folly  of  man  to  Satan  enshroud; 
He  rushes  to  Jesus,  and  hails  with  a  kin* 
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To  drop  with  the  demon  to  demon's  abyss. 
Affrighted  the  bailiffs  paralysed  fall, 
Until  He  surrenders  in  Heaven's  call; 
As  warrior  fighting,  a  time  to  dwell, 
In  the  hell  of  man,  and  the  demons'  hell, 
To  rise  as.  victor,  His  triumph  to  tell. 


THE  APOSTLE  PAUL'S  ODE. 

Oh  death,  where  is  thy  sting? 

Corruption  flees  away; 
Its  evil  pinions  wing 

To  uttermost  decay. 
Oh,  grave,  where  is  thy  victory? 

The  sting  of  death  is  sin; 
The  Law  defines  the  power  of  death, 

The  Gross  of  Christ  must  win. 

To  uttermost  the  Law 
The  Gross  of  Christ  fulfils; 
Atonement  is  complete, 

And  God  salvation  wills. 
The  verdict  has  been  spoken, 

All  evil  shall  be  broken, 
That  on  this  Altar  falls; 
But  into  powdered  dust, 
All  rebels  shall  be  crushed, 
As  death  by  shock  enthralls. 

By  the  conquest  of  the  Gross, 
God's  life  shall  energize; 
Until  His  kingdom  rise, 
Eternal  and  immortal, 
To  sweep  within  the  portal, 
Through  the  opening  skies, 
To  Christ's  own  Paradise, 
Unceasing  victories. 
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SEARCH  FOR  GOD. 

Bid  us,  oh,  Father,  search  for  Thee, 

Through  the  vast  universe  abroad; 
Sweeping  past  systems  as  we  flee, 

Seeking  God. 
Wonderful  is  the  Love  Divine, 

Every  beautiful  sun  we  see, 
Such  a  bountiful  universe, 

All  for  me. 


SACRIFICE:     A  STUDY  FOR  EASTER. 

See   the   burning   AHar    flame, 
Covered    with  the  human  shame, 
Unctioned  into  brighter  glow, 
As  the  deeper  passions  How. 
F-ising  int  >  lurid  fiiv 
In  the  soul  depths  of  d^irv: 
.Bin/in'-'  foith  the  Rising  Sun, 
Sacrifice  to  triumph  won. 

Wondrous  love,  the  Morning  Star 
Shineth  brightly  from  afar, 
As  the  Temple  of  the  Sun 
Speaks  His  work  of  wisdom  done. 
Witness  the  Indwelling  Word, 
Jesus,  the  Messiah  Lord, 
Human  Temple  filled  with  light, 
Dwelling  of  the  Infinite. 

See  the  Holy  Altar  built, 
Sacrificial  life  blood  spilt, 
Paschal  Lamb  for  justice  slain, 
As  He  dies  and  lives  again. 
Rises  back  to  claim  His  own, 
Sevenfold  crowned  upon  His  throne: 
Deity  in  Human  span. 
Son  of  God,  and  Son  of  Man.     ' 
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THE  DIVINITY  OF  CHRIST 


Was  the  passion  of  the  Saviour  to  find  glory  on 

the  earth? 

Did  He  ever  for  applause  parade  His  Royal  birth? 
Did  He,  in  His  wondrous  power,  ever  seek    His  own?; 
Never!  but  beneath  His  sacrifice  we  hear  His  groan: 
"This,  My  burden,  is  for  you;  My  agony  and  strife. 
Will  you  not  come  unto  Me,  and  have  eternal  life? 


Did  a  candle  e'er  aspire  to  name  its  flickering  light — 
Living  and  Almighty  Sun:  eternal,  infinite? 
Did  a  rushlight  e'er  profeas  to  vivify  the  dead? 
Such  a  fable  surely  would  its  maniac  folly  spread. 
But  the  Christ  who   fought   in  human  robes,  and 

conquest  won, 
Manifests  the  power  of  God,  the  Resurrection's  Sun. 


Did  the  tiny  sparkling  dewdrop  ever  claim  to  be 
Vaster  than  the  flowing  river  and  the  mighty  sea? 
Did  the  little  trickling  rill,  that  runs  down  mountain 

side 

E'er  profes.s  to  be  a  fountain  vast  as  oceantide? 
So  the  Jesus,  if  but  man,  but  as  man  could  live, 
Mortal  and  dependent  creature,  life  could  never  give. 


Millions  of  human  souls  by  the  Prophet  fed, 
Pharisees  declared  would  starve.     The  living  bread 
Must  be  spirit  and  immortal  food  to  satisfy, 
Life  incorruptible,  eternal,  to  supply. 
Moral  life  inspires  my  soul;  I,  seeing,  see  my  Lord, 
Dumb  I  cry:  Thou  art  the  Christ,  Thou  art  the  Son 
of  God. 
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SIN. 

Thou  sin,  grim  monster  of  demonaic  shame: 
1  blush  to  speak  thy  all-accursed  name. 
Destructive  poison  to  the  human  mind, 
The  bottomless  abyss  shall  fail  to  find 
The  depths,  sufficient  deep  to  swallow  thee, 
A  spirit  fire,  a  sulphur-hissing  sea. 


THou  sin,  the  cause  of  universal  strife, 

The  hell-born  fiend  that  crushes  human  life: 

The  dire  corruption  of  the  ages  past: 

The  filth  and  venom  of  the  Hades  cast: 

It  seizes,  hold  of  creature  vital  breath, 

And  stabs  the  heart  springs  in  expiring  death. 


Tlfou  sin,  the  cause  of  every  human  woe, 
How  can  the  leprosy  deliverance  know? 
The  heart  pulsations  from  a  filthy  store, 
Corrupting  poisons  in  the  pressure  pour: 
The  creature  struggles  life-streams  to  devise, 
But  sinks  beneath  the  vanity  and  lies. 


Thou  sin,  the  emptiness  of  creature  pride, 
That  seeks  to  turn  God's  moral  law  aside: 
That  sought  to  seize  the  great  eternal  throne, 
And  raise  as  gods  the  devil  and  his  own: 
Through  serpent  subtlety  to  human  birth: 
It  captured  all  the  nations  of  the  Earth. 


Thou  sin,  the  evil  fountain  of  supply, 

The  forces  strong  that  make  the  creature  die: 

Thy  energies  commingled  as  a  stream, 

In  dancing  phrensies  picture  forth  a  dream: 

The  fascinating  myths  a  moment  play, 

And  compassing  the  creature  spirit,  slay. 
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Thou  sin,  the  sufferings  of  Earth  are  thine, 
The  poison  acting  on  the  breath  divine: 
Blaspheming  God,  unrighteousness  to  man: 
Assassin  dire,  the  suicide  to  span: 
All  reasons'  rights  thy  vile  assertions  mock, 
The  universe  is  trembling  in  the  shock. 

Thou  sin,  grim  monster  in  thy  fervid  rush, 
Is  there  no  power  thy  fiendish  strength  to  crush t 
Immanuel  Jesus,  Angel  of  the  Lord, 
Jehovah  King  and  everlasting  Word: 
Triumphant  Sovereign  reigns,  the  Sun  to  shine, 
The  life  immortal  in  the  life  Divine. 

Thou  sin,  the  curse  of  every  human  heart, 
The  Great  Deliverer  orders  to  depart: 
His  life-drops  wash  away  the  darkest  stain, 
And  all  who  come  eternal  life  may  gain: 
Eternal  life,  the  Saviour  waits  to  give: 
Behold  Him  crucified,  and  look,  and  live. 


THE  AVERTED  STORM. 

'The  clouds  arise,  the  clouds  descend, 

As  if  to  bursting  overflow; 
Their  mists  the  lower  mists  transcend, 

As  storm  winds  rush  them  to  and  fro; 
The  heavy  laden  atmospheres, 

Suffused  by  weight  oppressive  fall, 
The  anguished  air  in  groanings  veers, 
As  if  in  suffocating  call; 
The  thirsty  lowlands  plead  for  rain, 

But  lightnings  answer  forest  fires; 
The  mountains  agonised  with  pain, 

Reverberate  the  thunder  ires; 
New  winds-  for  mastery  contend, 

As  Nature  asks  a  drink  so  small, 
In  struggles  fierce  the  rain  clouds  rend, 

Until  they  vanish  one  and  all; 
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How  strange  the  ways  of  Nature  are, 
The  lightning's  flash,  the  thunder's  roll, 

Electric  currents  near  and  far, 
Refuse  to  make  the  thirsiy  whole, 

Refuse  to  satisfy  the  soul. 


EASTER  THOUGHTS. 

WHAT  THINK  YE  OF  THE  CHRIST? 

What  think  ye  of  the  Christ:  Whose  Son  is  He? 

And  what  His  mission  to  this  vale  of  tears? 
Was  e'er  on  earth  so  noble  majesty, 

In  advent  heralded  by  honoured  seers? 
His  moral  character  resplendent,  pure, 

As  Sun  of  glory  through  creation  shines; 
His  wisdom  always  accurate  and  sure 

Reveals  itself  in  deep  engraven  lines. 
He  came  to  earth  the  Holy  Lamb  of  God, 

The  Human  Temple  of  the  Lord  of  hosts, 
To  claim  His  own  as  Sovereign  and  Lord, 

To  place  His  priests  and  Levites  to  their  posts. 
He  came  as  heaven's   Holy  Sacrifice, 

To  take  Earth's  burden,  death,  and  sin,  and  shame. 
The  Great  Immortal's  mortal  vestment  dies 

Unblemished  by  the  contact  is  His  Name. 
Stupendous  burden  sinking  Him  to  hell, 

But  as  a  Conqueror  to  bind  His  foes; 
The  Fount  of  life,   the  Incorruptible 

His  life  the  Human  stream  of  life  arose. 
For  forty  days  His  Ministry  appeared 

Illuminating  Earth  with  moral  light; 
And  as  His  witnesses  the  mountain  neared, 

A  cloud  of  glory  caught  him  from  their  sight. 

What  think  ye  of  the  Christ:  Whose  Son  is  He? 

The  woman's  seed  to  bruise  the  serpent's  head. 
All  Adam's  sin-evolved  humanity, 

Would  be  in  dying  evolution  dead. 
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'Ten  millions  of  men  in  slaughter  slain 

Could  only  give  corruption  unto  death; 
The  sacrifice  be  utterly  in  vain, 

Because  devoid  of  vitalising  breath. 
The  sacrificial  flow  must  ever  flame; 

The  Temple's  glory  be  the  Fount  of  life, 
To  give  the  energy  to  blanch  the  shame 

And  vanquish  death  in  the  immortal  strife. 
And  hence  the  Holy  Germ  by  God  inspired, 

The  Son  of  Man  within  the  Virgin's  wornb, 
Divinity  the  Human  unction  fired, 

All  moral  death  to  utterly  consume. 
^Twas  God's  own  Gift,  the  Adam  from  above, 

The  Sun  of  light  to  flood  our  mortal  clay; 
The  Human  Altar  built  in  holy  love, 

The  Sacrifice  to  take  all  death  away. 
The  Great  High  Priest  could  thus  the  law  fulfil; 

Since  justice  claimeth  death  for  every  sin; 
In  righteousness  obey  His  Father's  will: 

His  given  life  all  death's  expulsion  win. 

What  think  ye  of  the  Christ:  Whose  Son  is  He? 

The  Very  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  Man. 
The  Immortal  wrapped  in  our  mortality, 

The  Infinite  the  universe  to  span. 
He  giveth  life  to  every  infant  born, 

His  Moral  Light  the  light  of  every  eye; 
His  Sun  illumines  every  waking  morn, 

And  fills  with  blessings  every  evening  sky; 
He  sets  His  dial  in  the  human  breast, 

The  moral  conscience  in  each  human  mind; 
Each  spirit  heart  with  new  pulsations  blest, 

Eternal  life  within  Himself  to  find. 
Into  our  death  He  breathes  His  living  soul, 

And  native  selfishness  dissolves  in  love: 
In  floods  of  tenderness  emotions  roll, 

And  sacrificial  passion  from  above. 
The  breath  of  Heaven  fans  our  portion  here, 

And  deeds  of  kindness  in  our  life  streams  play; 
The  fruits  of  moral  goodnesses  appear 

Where  Jesus  in  His  power  holds  the  sway, 
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But  who  can  tell  His  miracles  of  grace; 

He  makes  the  lame  to  walk,  the  blind  to  s--?" ; 
The  pure  in  heart  He  calls  to  see  His  face. 

The  meek  and  lowly  ones  His  own  to  be 

What  think  ye  of  the  Christ:  Whose  Son  is  *:«•? 

No  evolution  born  of  sinful  man; 
No  frail  diseased,  undone  infirmity 

Of  Sin  conception  caught  in  human  span. 
The  Christians'  Christ  is  very  God  alone; 

Immanuel  verifies  His  utmost  claim; 
As  the  High  Priest  He  only  can  atone 

While  living  unction  speaks  His  saving  Name. 
In  its  embodiment  i,he  Human  Race 

Responsive  lives  in  His  economy; 
He  sets  aside  our  sins  in  saving  grace, 

And  speaks  the  pardon  in  His  liberty. 
His  One  Atoning  Altar  ever  burns; 

The  High  Priest  e\er  guards  the  sacred  fir',; 
For  Hod  in  holy  loving  passion  yearns 

To  draw  the  world  in  consolations  higher. 
Christ  is  the  Source  of  moral  character, 

The  Sun  that  gives  the  world  its  moral  light; 
The  Living  Fount  the  Human  Pool  to  stir, 

To  resurrection  to  the  Infinite. 
To-day  with  saints  He  peoples  Paradise, 

A  mighty  multitude  His  love  has  won; 
His  glassy  sea  triumphant  in  the  skies, 

From  every  kindred,  nation,  people,  tongue. 


EVIL  WITHIN. 

The  human  hell  commences  upon  Earth  within  ; 

Corruption  and  disease  eat  all  the  soul  away. 
The  spirit  and  the  body  suffering  from  sin 

L.iy  dual  manhood  in  the  Hades  of  decay. 
On  Earth  the  filth  is  all  in  Nature's  law  destroyed 
In  moral  shock  the  spirit  droppeth  null  and  void. 
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THE   BIBLE. 

Gems  of  thought,  in  golden  setting, 
Wisdom's  wealth,  adorn  this  mine; 
Crystals,  living  light  rays  starring 
Flash  a  brilliancy  Divine; 
Inspirations  herein  breathing, 
Atmosphere  the  Earth  abroad; 
And  the  Holy  Bible  Morals 
Manifest  the  Word  of  God. 


Gome,  ye  nations,  search  the  Scriptures, 
Diamonds  concentrating  light  ; 
Gems  revealing  raptured  pleasures; 
Prism'd  colours  passing  bright; 
Opals  glisten  dazzling  glory, 
Sparkle  as  a  flame  of  fire; 
Truths  which  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 
Bring  the  saving  Truth  the  nigher. 


Gold  and  silver,  in  abundance; 
Rest  as  pebbles  on  the  shore; 
Fruits  of  wisdom,  soul  sustaining, 
Satisfying  evermore. 
Churches  and  denominations 
Spirits  cannot  judge,  nor  see, 
Reason  knows   but  one  Sacerdos; 
God  and  Man,  High  Priest  for  me. 


Here  the  Sun  His  fulness  shineth 
Through  the  mists  which  dim  our  eyes, 
And  the  rainbows,  arching  o'er  us, 
Firmament  the  human  skies. 
Jesus  Christ  the  Sun  of  Glory, 
Lights  the  truth  in  all  its  lines. 
Saviour  God,  our  hearts  adore  Thee 
In  the  Book,  Thy  glory  shines. 


THE   HUMAN   BROTHERHOOD. 

One  mighty  brotherhood 

The  people  ought  to  be; 
The  wealth  of  earth  is  surely  ours, 
In  all  the  force  of  human  powers, 

To  certain  victory. 


Since  union  is  strength 
Why  should  the  people  fight? 
Our  homes  are  desolate  and  void 
When  wealth  is  wantonly  destroyed; 
Why  don't  men  do  the  right? 


The  sun  and  planets  move 

In  never-ceasing  play, 
With  fascinating  smile  and  song, 
To  bear  the  universe  along, 

Creating  night  and  day. 


Each  central  sun  beyond, 
And  every  shining  star, 
Declares  its  circuit  of  delight, 
Not  wandering,  but  holy  flight. 
In  universe  afar. 


Each  stellar  system  traced 

To  its  remotest  sphere; 
Each  nebula  of  flashing  flame 
In  bond  of  service  speaks  the  same, 

The  heavens  all  appear. 

The  vast  material  bounds, 

In  everlasting  sweep, 
Bring  all  their  energies  apace, 
One  struggling  consummating  race, 

Affinities  to  keep. 
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In  the  affairs  of  men, 
The  works  of  human  kind 
Had  better  far  to  pull  as  one, 
Than    everybody    treading    on 
The  rest  in  selfish  mind. 

One  blood  the  nations  are, 

The  colour  of  the  skin, 
Climatic  power  or  regime  tells 
The  superficial  pigment  cells; 

Man's,  spirit  lives  within. 

The  strength  that  makes  a  man 

Descendeth  from  above, 
It  harmonizes  every  soul, 
And  shafts  each  purpose  to  its  goal, 

The  heaven  of  perfect  love. 

Mankind  can  only  be 

The  noble,  good,  and  true; 
When  courage  dares  to  do  the  right, 
'Tis  then  our  deeds  will  bear  the  light 

Of  the  celestial  blue. 

That  one  is  worse  than  knave 
Who  would  another  wrong; 

To  justice  every  wrong  appeals, 

Iniquity  the  cosmos  feels, 

To  toll  the  death-knell  gong. 

Each  ill  by  mortals  done 

Back  on  itself  is  thrown  ; 
E'en  though  the  vengeance  be  delayed, 
As  value  full  for  money  paid, 

Stern  justice  must  atone. 

Philosophy  declares, 

Unalterable  truth, 
That  every  measure  that  we  mete 
Must  to  the  brim  itself  repeat, 

As  energy  of  youth. 
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And  so  our  utmost  lives 

Of  good  and  evil  done 
Are  working  out  our  destiny 
A  heaven  to  be  or  not  to  be, 

A  kingdom  lost  or  won. 

For  all  the  deeds  we  do, 
Around  the  rippling  lake, 

Are  the  pebbles  idly  cast 

To  rim  in  waves  the  boundless  vast, 
A  world  to  mar  or  make. 

'Tis  not  for  rich  or  poor, 

But  every  child  of  man, 
Development  of  Eden's  lines, 
For  whom  the  sun  in  glory  shines, 

To  fill  the  human  span. 

The  heaven  or  the  hell, 
Which  Time  must  overflow 

Into  a  day  of  living  light, 

Or   deepening   chaos   blackest   night, 
Is  being  begun  below. 

Our  deeds  of  light  and  love 

Become  a  treasure  store, 
A  heaven  rising  into  birth, 
A  Paradise  begun  on  earth, 

Abiding  evermore. 

The  Deity  is  One, 
God,  in  the  Christ  Divine, 
Descends  to  fill  us  full  of  light, 
In  oneness  with  the  Infinite, 
Eternally  to  shine. 

Then  let  us  all  agree 

To  always  do  the  right; 
Together  let  us  pull  as  one, 
To  bear  the  earth  to  heaven  on, 

And  make  men's  burdens  light. 
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DIVINE  GOVERNMENT. 

God  makes  His  favours  to  descend 
Upon  the  wicked  and  the  good; 

His,  mercies  all  our  thoughts  transcend 
Overwhelming  as  a  flood. 

His  kindness  never  can  be  told, 

Creation  manifold. 

The  love  of  God  to  every  man, 

Makes  God  in  wondrous  grace  to  be; 

The  Deity  in  human  span, 
A  sacrifice  for  me  ; 

To  raise  me  from  the  death  of  sin, 

Eternal  life  to  win. 

The  holiness  of  love  Divine, 

With  all  its  boundless  life  and  light, 
Is  focusing  on  eacn  to  shine, 

A  firmament  so  bright; 
An  atmosphere  of  cloudless  blue, 
Descending  as  the  dew. 

I  ask  myself:  Shall  wondrous  love 
As  this  be  spurned  away  by  me; 

Such  condescension  fail  to  move, 
My  soul  to  psalmody; 

My  heart  is  melting  as  I  bow, 

In  consecration  now. 


WOMAN'S  EVOLUTION. 

(In  answer  to  Mrs.  Foote's  prize  poem.) 

Can  woman's  heart  to  womanhood  return? 
Or  has  she  lost  remembrance  of  the  bourn? 
From  whence  she  came?  the  Paradise  of  life, 
The  royal  consort,  mother,  queen,  and  wife. 
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Alas,  to-day,  the  sapient  women  tell, 

Some  ape  of  yore  in  magic  brainy  swell, 

Determined  all  her  discontent  to  solve, 

And  to  a  woman  from  an  ape  evolve 

It  was  an  apish  trick,  the  purpose  crude, 

By  brawny  lions  of  the  cave  pursued; 

The  pretty  creature  scared  to  sudden  flight, 

Ran  up  a  tree  and  vanished  from  their  sight; 

Protection  sought  to  grief  bewail, 

Till  prowling  cat  bit  off  her  hanging  tail. 

Clairvoyants   paint  their   ancestress   so   fair; 

To  ape  the  heron  in  its  marshland  tread, 

Unkempt,  and  shaking  out  her  matted  hair; 

On  willow  branches  build  her  eyrie  bed. 

To  snatch  wild  carrots  where  they  never  grew, 

Or  feast  her  appetite  on  berries  blue; 

Into  the  swamp  she  sinks  until  a  man 

The  likeness  of  herself  to  rescue  ran: 

With  hairy  mighty  limbs,  unwashed,  uncouth, 

He  settles  down  to  eat  her,  but  forsooth 

The  Lord  of  Nature  felt  the  maiden's  grace, 

And  as  obedient  wife  she  took  her  place. 

She  used  the  thorns  to  sew;  they  pierced  her  hands 

In  sympathy  his  vaster  brain  commands; 

And  hence  he  garnered  needles  from  the  earth, 

To  fashion  fabrics  wrought:  to  higher  birth 

Each  generation  heralding — to  wit 

The  raising  up  a  modern  woman — not  a  skit. 

To-day  the  women,  so  the  ladies  say, 
Refuse  to  love,  and  honour,  and  obey; 
Because  the  women  men's  positions  fill; 
As  licensed  surgeons  "claim  the  right  to  kill," 
A  host  of  Jills  for  slaughter  pick  and  choose, 
Till  Jack  the  Ripper  trembles  in  his  shoes. 

Degenerating  race:  your  learned  lore 
A  deep  abyss  is  deepening  more  and  more: 
As  women's  millions  to  the  depths  descend 
The  race  to  sooner  finish;  not  to  mend, 
As  in  the  potency  of  drug  and  knife, 
Unnumbered  millions  flicker  forth  from  life. 


Thank  God  there  still  remain  some  women  true, 
Redeeming  angels  in  this  vault  of  blue, 
Not  ape  descendants  of  an  ape-believe, 
But  noble  daughters  of  our  mother  Eve; 
A  glorious  woman,  though  the  first  to  sin, 
Her  daughters1  firs.t  redeeming  love  to  win; 
These  recognise  their  mother's  moral  fall; 
Who  gave  her  husband  fruit;  he  ate  it  all; 
And  so  in  meekness,  suffering,  and  grace, 
These  seek  in  patient  love  to  save  the  race, 
For  though  the  woman  in  transgressing  fell, 
True  women  still  in  greater  loves  excel. 
The  gentler  virtues  of  these  fair  ones  play 
A  moonlight  brilliancy  of  bright  array; 
Young  men,  there  still  remain  such  maidens  fair, 
In  holy  love  select  your  soul-love  care, 
But  of  the  apish  women — well,  beware. 


THE   KINGDOM   OF   GOD. 

The  kingdom  of  God  is  a  bond  within, 
The  spirit  of  man  through  the  Christ  to  win: 
Its  silent  workings  are  both  seen  and  heard, 
In  the  deeper  nature  of  manhood  stirred. 
No  glossy  veneer  of  an  outward  show, 
But  the  bloom  of  fruit  in  its  ripening  glow; 
No  doggerel  chaff  of  a  weakened  mind, 
But  the  golden  grain  that  we  love  to  find. 

The  kingdom  of  God  is  a  bond  within, 

Which  the  God  Man  plants  in  each  man  to  win: 

Its  wonderful  life  is  the  light  of  men, 

And  the  universe  sings  the  loud  Amen. 

It  binds  the  two  natures  of  mortal  man 

In  the  holy  grip  of  Messiah's  span: 

The  tenure  of  life  which  the  sleeper  takes, 

Renewing  the  strength  till  the  man  awakes. 
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The  kingdom  of  God  is  a  bond  within: 

The  living  atonement  for  mortal  sin: 

The  stream  from  the  cross  of  Jesus  which  flows, 

The  evil  of  sin  to  each  to  disclose. 

When  man  in  his  being  opens  the  door, 

Streams  of  salvation  unceasingly  pour: 

While  every  moment  stilleth  the  strife, 

As  the  firmament  gives  the  breath  of  life. 

The  kingdom  of  God  is  a  bond  within, 
Which  can  only  be  broken  by  one  sin; 
The  rejection  of  Christ  in  God's  own  light, 
The  Witness  Divine  of  the  Infinite.     , 
The  folly  of  man  Barabbas  may  choose, 
God's  own  Paschal  Lamb  insanely  refuse: 
But  he  who  refuseth  the  vital  breath, 
As  a  suicide  dies,  in  his  own  death. 


NATURE'S    HIGHER    DOMAIN. 

But  when  do  they  rest,  the  birds  on  the  wing? 
And  when  do  they  sleep,  the  fish  in  the  sea? 
When  will  the  oceans,  in  play,  cease  to  bring 
Currents  of  motion,  perpetually? 

When  are  the  breezes  neglecting  to  blow? 
Can  the  wings  of  the  wind  ever  be  still? 
Can  the  rivers  forget  their  waters  to  flow, 
Or  the  wavelets  their  work  to  fulfil? 

Is  ever  the  sun  too  wearied  to  shine 

His  fulness  of  power,  in  glories  of  light? 
Round  the  glad  heart  of  creation  to  twine 
Trillings  of  strength,  in  a  softness  bright? 

The  spirit  may  sleep,  and  the  soul  take  its  rest, 
But  Nature  is  active  'mid  the  repose. 

Life's  preparations  for  ever  attest 

The  service  in  man,  which  no  man  knows. 
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THE  KEY  OF  THE  MYSTERY. 

'The  greatest  wonder  of  the  cosmic  universe 

Is  mortal  man: 
In  Majesty  of  Deity  God's  ways  rehearse 

The  Human  span. 
Jn  rising  glory  of  the  Heavens  and  Earth, 

In  ceaseless  flow; 
A  kingdom  new  from  mortal  to  immortal  birth 

Is  made  to  grow. 
This  kingdom  is  to  supersede  rebellious  cost, 

By  vaster    gain; 
The  angels  who  their  first  estate  in  folly  lost, 

To  death  attain. 
The  mystery  of  mysteries,  this  kingdom  new 

In  wisdom  wrought; 
Incomprehensible,  in  love  and  justice  true, 

Divinely  taught; 
It  needed  Deity  in  fuller  ministries 

Of  life  and  death, 
In  vaster  power  than  creature  sophistries, 

To  breathe  the  breath. 


THE  HEROES  OF  THE  WORLD. 

The  names  illustrious  of  old, 
Which  speak  of  actions  great  and  bold; 
Whence  was  the  fire  that  lit  the  glow? 
And  made  the  light  rays  forward  flow; 
What  made  each  human  star  to  shine? 
The  human  touched  by  the  Divine. 

The  glorious  Sun  that  lights  our  race, 
With  God's  beneficence  of  grace; 
Was  mortal   Man,  the  Man  Divine, 
Who  rose  immortally  to  shine, 
The  Temple  of  the  Deity, 
In  holiness  of  purity. 
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He  lighteth  every  infant  born, 

With  light  rays  of  the  Christmas  moru; 

The  living  germs  of  life  are  shed, 

The  spirit  soul  of  man  is  fed 

On  heavenly  manna  whence  we  learn, 

The  holy  fires  the  love  flames  burn. 

The  light  streams  testify  their  source, 

The  light  beams  evidence  their  course; 

The  rays  lit  by  the  Sun  Divine, 

Have  greatest  power  on  Earth  to  shine; 

The  works  of  sacrificial  love 

Are  those  which  most  the  ages  move. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  PRAYER. 

Gome  Holy  Spirit,  Minister  of  peace, 

And  fill  us  with  a  life  and  light  Divine; 
Until  the  flame  to  melting  love  increase, 

And  in  our  being  all  Christ's  glory  shine. 
For  ever  filling,  bid  the  overflow, 
A  living  fountain  through  the  desert  pour; 
The  fulness  of  the  Saviour's  wealth  to  know, 

The  utmost  riches  of  His  boundless  store. 
We  ask  the  triumph  of  the  Son  of  God, 
To  still  the  surgings  of  our  earthly  strife; 
From  the  Atoning  Altar  of  our  Lord, 

Each  moment  breathe  in  us  the  breath  of  life.. 
We  plead  with  Thee,  Thou  gracious  Paraclete, 

The  Holy  Comforter  in  us  to  dwell; 
Thy  sanctifying  cleansing  to  complete, 

The  boundless  grace  of  God  in  us  to  tell. 
In  God  the  Father's  love  we  ask  and  pray, 

On  God  the  Son  our  helplessness  to  place; 
His  stream  of  life  the  stain  to  wash  away, 

In  righteousness  of  Sacrificial  grace. 
Our  condemnation  by  His  death  atoned, 

Our  retribution  on  the  Cross  revealed; 
Our  reinstatement  by  His  justice  owned, 

And  by  His  love  our  utmost  pardon  sealed 
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We  ask  of  Thee,  blest  Minister  of  peace, 

To  fill  our  being  full  of  the  Divine; 
Our  fruits  of  holiness  to  e'er  increase, 

In  overflowing  grace  the  Christ  to  shine. 
Immortal  Sun,  the  Triune  One  in  Three, 

Three  Revelations  of  the  Infinite, 
For  ever  fill  us,  till  received  in  Thee, 

We  know  Thy  glory  of  immortal  light. 


A    PRAYER   OF    INTERCESSION. 

Trinity  merciful,  gracious,  and  kind, 

Ministries  all  to  compass  me; 
Cleanse  me  each  moment  till  fully  refined, 
Temple  of  love  to  worship*  Thee. 

Strengthen  my  being  fresh  efforts  to  make, 

Every  endeavour  in  Thy  Name; 
All  the  insignia  of  office  to  take, 
All  the  training  of  Christ  to  claim. 

Make  me  a  river  life's  current  to  flow, 
Cleanse  me  a  star  Thy  light  to  shine; 

Hid  me  to  daily  Thy  services  show, 
Fashion  me  holy  and  divin^. 

Make  me  a  dwelling  for  Jesus  to  dwell, 

Spirit  of  love  more  life  impart; 
Fullest  salvation  of  mortals  to  tell, 

Justice   and  love  within   my   heart. 

Make  me  a  jewel  Thyself  to  declare, 
Focussing  light  in  crystallised  rays; 

Glory  transcending  Thine  Image  to  bear, 
Uttermost  song  of  perfect  praise. 

Fill  me  each  moment  o'erflowingly  full, 

Of  the  waters  of  life  for  me; 
Weaken  death's   holdings,   until    they  are   mill, 

And  I  am  immortally  free. 
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DEMONIAC  SOCIALISM. 

A  circle  round  a  centre  holds, 
Provided  that  its  each  degree, 

The  centre  point  around  it  folds, 
The  whole  circumference  to  be 

A  perfect,  circle,  perfect  whole 

To  impulse  forth  the  ruling  soul. 

Vibrations  from  the  centre  fill, 

Responses  from  the  circuit  sweep, 

The  fulness  of  the  sphere  to  thrill, 
With  service  true  and  ripe  to  reap; 

A  sphere  within  the  universe, 

Its  wondrous  message  to  rehearse. 

Some  people  think  that  there  should  be 

A  Social  circuit  to  vibrate; 
The  all  things  common,  rich  and  free, 

To  sink  or  swim  in  such  estate; 
A  grand  commune  on  Earth  to  raise. 
Example  of  unselfish  ways. 

There  is  no  mighty  human  mind, 
From  centre  all  the  sphere  to  fill; 

The  selfish  atoms  when  combined, 
The  very  life  itself  must  kill; 

Man  is  a  fallen  piece  at  best, 

And  Satan  fixes  all  the  rest. 

There  is  alone  one  grand  Commune, 
In  Heaven  is  its  biding  place; 

Vibrations  tremble  to  attune, 
The  circuit  to  the  centre  grace; 

The  Lord  Almighty,  God  alone, 

In  justice  rules  and  guards  His  own. 

Tin-  tempter  snake  can  ne'er  approach, 
Christ  wipes  the  tear  from  every  eye; 

Hunger  and  thirst  can  ne'er  encroach, 
He  gives  a  fulness  of  supply; 

Immortal  energies  to  bear, 

Eternal   happiness    1<     share. 
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THE  CLEANSING  ALTAR. 


To  the  Altar,  to  the  Altar, 

Bring  your  incense,  faith,  and  prayers. 

In  His  agony  of  passion, 

All  your  sin  the  Saviour  bears; 

Into  wrath   of  condemnation, 

Bring  your  death,  and  grief,  and  pain; 

As  He  offers  His  salvation, 

Life  in  death  your  cause  will  gain. 


To  the  Altar,  to  the  Altar, 

Of  the  Bleeding  Sacrifice, 

Bring  your  heart,  and  mind,  and  spirit, 

While  the  Paschal  Adam  dies. 

Love  amazing,  ocean  boundless, 

Olorious  fulness,  rich  and  free, 

Life,  the  firmament  of  Heaven, 

In  His  mercy,  saveth  thee. 


To  the  Altar,  to  the  Altar, 

Bring  your  incense,  faith,  and  prayer: 

Every   moment  seeking  cleansing, 

Fount  of  life  for  ever  there; 

As  His  breath  the  volume  giveth, 

To  supply  the  living  soul, 

In  each  child  the  spirit  liveth, 

To  create  a  perfect  whole. 


To  the  Altar,  to  the  Altar, 
fn  the  wonders  of  His  grace; 
As  the  rising  Sun  ascendeth, 
These   His  own  shall  see  His   face. 
Million  millions  on  that  Altar, 
Are  the  offerings  He  gives; 
In  triumphant  resurrection, 
Each  in  Him  immortal  lives. 
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THE    PANSY,   OR   HEARTS-EASE. 


Richest  profusion  of  colour  and  play, 
Beauty  of  sunshine  in  gaudy  display! 
Petals  of  velvet,  costly  and  rare, 
Surely  the   heart  need  never  despair; 

Lovers   creating, 

Spirits  awaiting. 


Signal  a  moment  your  hopes  to  the  bloom, 
Look  at  its  heart  and  scatter  your  gloom, 
Golden  the  setting,  loyal  and  true, 
Golden  its  graces,  and  all  for  you; 

Raptured  entwining, 

Never  repining. 


Colours,  suffusing  the  blossoms,  beguile, 
Catching  the  sunbeams  to  strengthen  the  smile; 
Blue  as  the  heaven's  midsummer  day, 
Touched  with  the  whiteness  of  snow-white  fray. 

Love  is  appealing, 

Sweetnesses  stealing. 


Listen,  an  angel  has  spilt  the  maroon, 
Dropping  the  drops  from  the  gold-spangled  gpoon, 
Touching  it  purple  over  the  blue, 
Indigo  setting  deeper  anew, 

Visions   so   sweetly, 

Blending  so  neatly. 


Pansies  are  sisters,  so  gentle  and  meek, 
Wooing  the  sunlight,  their  beauties  to  speak; 
Each  has  a  pattern  and  colours  her  own. 
Each  in  her  glory  standeth  alone, 

Sympathies  storing, 

Blessings  outpouring. 


101 
COMETS. 

The  comets  are  pathing  the  Heavens  in  beamings 
exceedingly  bright, 

And  tracing  their  passage  of  glory  with  shimmer- 
ing flashes  of  light  ; 

From  aeons  to  aeons  they  travel  never  time  to 
tarry  or  stay; 

The  leadings  of  duty  they  follow  with  never  a 
moment's  delay. 

Whence  cometh  the  strength  that  they  gather  the 

ages  durations  to  span, 
The  wisdom   for  ever   and  ever  that  meteth     the 

circuit  of  man; 
Enduring  as  waves  of  the  ocean,  and  which  to  the 

ocean  return; 
Evolving  the  forces  that    hold    them,    the    spaces 

unknown  to  sojourn. 

Whence  cometh  each  volume  of  glory,  which  knows 

neither  sorrow  nor  rust? 
The  marvel  of  marvels  evolving  is  the  wonderful 

comet  dust; 
How  subtle  the  high  heated  gases  of  the  cunning 

electric  flame; 

Convulsions  of  energies  lisping  Jehovah,  their  So- 
vereign's Name. 
Astronomers  never  can  follow  their     courses     to 

uttermost  space; 
Human  wisdom  sleeps  as  a  shadow  in  the  presence 

such  glories  to  trace; 
But  oh,  the  brilliance  of  entry  admission  to  Courts 

far  away, 
In  the  distant  palatial  welcome  as     comets     their 

glories  display. 

Ambassadors  swiftly  they  travel,  their     messages 

faithfully  bear, 
With  their  trains  or  majesty  sweeping,  which  mon- 

archs  would  welcome  to  share; 
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The  nebulous  masses  they  lighten  as  the  Stellar 
glories  embrace, 

As  systems  pass  systems  they  brighten  to  utter- 
most splendours  of  grace. 


THE  GOSPELS  OF  NATURE  AND  OF  CHRIST. 

As  the  sun  the  Heaven  shines, 

Flooding  all  the  world  with  light; 
So  the  God-Man  scheme  designs, 

Oneness  with  the  Infinite; 
From  the  darkness  and  the  strife, 
Resurrection  unto  life. 

Christmas  gives  the  moral  lock, 

Easter  finds  the  vital  key; 
As  profoundest  problems   flock, 

Depths  of  all  philosophy; 
Difficulties  great  and  small, 
This  is  what  explains  them  all. 

Man  is  human  and  Divine, 

Living  soul  through  body  shed; 
As  the  metal  in  the  mine, 

Through  the  bearing  matrix  spread; 
Dual  being,  dual  soul, 
Wonderful,  mysterious  whole. 

As  the  sun  his  vigour  gives, 

Living  Nature  to  sustain; 
So  man's  higher  being  lives, 

As  the  life-streams  entrance  gain; 
Till  where  death  no  more  can  be, 
Life  is  immortality. 

Earth,  rejoice,  the  Lord  is  King, 

Satan  shall  be  overthrown; 
To  destruction  God  will  bring, 

Until  evil  is  unknown; 
Universal  Heaven  to  gain, 
God    eternally   shall    reign. 


HOW  TO  GET  SALVATION. 

You  need  to  believe  in  Jesus, 

But  believing  is  not  all; 

You  must  place  your  all  upon  Him, 

And  broken-hearted  fall; 

To  trust  to  His  Oblation, 

Your  uttermost  salvation. 

You  never  could  be  righteous, 
By  either  power  or  will; 
The  emptiness  of  shadows, 
Your  soul  could  never  fill; 
But  trust  in  His  Oblation, 
Your  uttermost  salvation. 

Christ  gave  Himself  for  sinners, 

He  gave  Himself  for  you; 

Oh,  trust  God's  wondrous   promise, 

Sufficient,  priceless,  true; 

The  trust  in  His  Oblation, 

Gives  uttermost  salvation. 

All  those  who  work  for  Jesus, 

In  God's  own  grace  shall  shine; 

The  services  united, 

Obedient  and  Divine; 

Your  own  in  Christ's  Oblation, 

Gives  uttermost  salvation. 


THE  HIGHER  OR  SPIRITUAL  UNIVERSE. 

There  is  a  spirit  universe, 

An  atmosphere  divine; 

Where  God  His  love  and  light  and  life, 

Eternally  must  shine; 

The  Sun  gives  forth  His  vital  rays, 

Aud  million  millions  live  His  praise. 
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The  deeds  of  kindness,  whence  are  they, 
The  thoughts  and  words  of  love, 
Descending  as  the  glorious  dew, 
From  God's  Own  Heaven  above; 
To  renovate  the  dying  earth, 
While  millions  learn  the  second  birth. 

Our  deep  emotions  surely  are, 

The  sunlight  in  between, 

And  in  the  visions  of  the  soul, 

The  spirit  life  is  seen; 

A  vast  alTinity  with  God, 

In  Jesus  Christ  our  Sovereign  Lord. 

We  humbly  bring  our  empty  hands, 
And  ask  a  copious  share 
Of  blessings  graciously  bestowed, 
And  know  He  hears  our  prayer; 
The  river  flows  the  life  stream  in, 
And  in  our  Saviour's  strength  we  win. 


FROM  THE  MORTAL  TO  THE   IMMORTAL. 

EASTER  SUNDAY,  1903. 

Before  the  day,  with  opening  dawn,  the  Lord  arose 

To  shine,  the  Sun  of  righeousness,  His  perfect 

day. 
The  Heavens  a  firmament  of  azure  blue  disclose, 

As  falls  the  softest  light  of  every  quickening  ray, 
To  trill  a  heaven  of  love  into  the  Earth's  dark  skies; 
A  fount  of  life,  to  recreate  a  Paradise. 
As  darkest  hour  of  night  precedes  the  opening  dawn, 

The  watchers  give  up  hope,  in  darkness  of  de- 
spair; 
The  preparation  to  the  Resurrection  morn 

Seems  long  and  sad;  until  horizon  everywhere 
Receives  the  coming     dayspring,     scattering     the 

gloom, 
As  Jesus  Christ,  the  Victor,  rises  from  the  tomb. 
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The  stone  is  rolled  away,  for  angel  guards  attend; 
The  human  weaklings  helpless  lie  in  abject  fear; 
Celestial  messengers  into  the  grave  descend; 

The  grave  clothes,   and  the  napkin,   folded     UP, 

appear; 

The  tomb,  in  order  set,  is  filled  with  holy  light; 
The  daydawn  has  begun,  the  day  without  the  night. 
Ye  sons  of  men,  arise  and  shine,  Earth's  night  is 

o'er, 

A  resurrection  into  life  each  mortal  knows, 
Before  your  Saviour  bow,  and  worship,  and  adore; 
Upon  His  Gross  lay  all  your  sins,  and  griefs,  and 

woes, 
Until  with   Him   you   shine   the   Resurrection  Sun. 


THE  DIVINE  GOVERNMENT. 

There  is  alone  one  universal  standard, 
One  Moral  Sovereign,  one  Eternal  King; 

His  government  is  righteously  commanded, 
And  all  His  children  must  obedience  bring. 

God  in  Himself  is  Father  of  them  all, 

In  love  and  justice,  both  to  great  and  small. 

Why,  then,  on  Earth  is  universal  striving? 
The  heavens  singing  of  a  kingdom  won, 
The  hell  of  darkened  misery  conniving, 

•A  kingdom  lost  before  the  Morning  Sun. 
Why  in  the  realms  above  eternal  light? 
Why  in  the  realms  below  the  blackest  night? 

The  Infinite  Almighty  and  Eternal 

Created  angels,  first  born  sons  of  light; 

One-third  rebelled — rebellion  most  infernal — 
And  in  the  government  of  day  enlisted  nighi. 

In  justice,  God  the  great  rebellion  quelled; 

In  Sacrificial  love,  the  lost  expelled. 
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The  moral  law  with  moral  regulations, 

With  God,  the  Founder,  centred  the  Commune; 
Embodied  were  the  highest  spirit  stations 
In  God's  own  life  and  image  to  attune. 
lie  gave  them  life  and  all  their  life  supplies, 
The  heaven  of  heavens  as  their  object  prize. 

Wherefore  the  sin,  or  object  of  ambition, 
Was  only  possible  in  trickery  of  lies — 

No  real  object  for  insane  sedition— 

Their  life,  and  strength,  their  being  to  capsize 

The  first  born  sons  of  morning  knew  life's  youth, 

Eternal  Majesty,  the  righteousness  and  truth. 

The  Sun,  in  wrath,  was  in  the  darkness  clouded, 
As  darkness  circled  round  about  His  throne: 

The  angel  hosts  in  God's  own  mercy  shrouded, 
That  He  might  guard  and  save  His  sons,  His  own. 

In  grief  and  anguish  God  remained  alone, 

And  violence  of  wrath  was  overthrown. 

A  mystery  beyond  our  contemplation, 

Justice  and  love  pronounced  the;r  joint  decree; 

The  evil  hosts  adjudged  to  condemnation — 
The  righteous  should  be  saved  immortally. 

God  gives  Himself  the  kingdom  to  renew: 

Justice  fulfilled,  and  love  eternal,  too. 

Sin  could  not  be  condoned.     The  evil,  flying, 
Brought  on  the  evil-doer's  agonies  of  death 

(Expulsion  of  the  life  is  moral  dying; 
Cessation  of  the  life-stream  stays   the  breathfc*. 

Whatever  touches  death  becomes  unclean; 

Herein  the  holiness  of  God  is  surely  seen. 

The  life-stream  cannot  die,  but  the  agony, 

When  love  hurls  back  upon  the  Father's  heart 

The  awful  passion  in  intensity, 

As  universe,  compares  against  a  part. 

No  creature  ever  could  the  pathos  tell 

The  overwhelming  flood  of  ocean  swell. 
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The  wrath  of  God  was  under  justice  rising, 
His  Holiness  in  depths  of  love  unknown, 

The  broken-hearted  tribulation  prising, 
The  depths  of  being  felt  by  God  alone — 

The  agony  of  justice-thwarted  brief, 

The  soul-absorbing  agony  of  grief. 

The  soul  that  sinneth — legal  proclamation 
To  Moral  Law  declared  that  soul  shall  die; 

But  creature  death  is  not  regeneration — 
None  but  the  Infinite  can  life  supply. 

The  creature  sacrifice  no  more  can  live, 

For  God  alone  eternal  life  can  give. 

Sins'  thought  conceived,  coeval  rushed  the  dying; 

The  sin  exposed — its  loathing  evil  seen, 
Jt  spread  malaria,  under  law  complying, 

Where'er  it  touched  the  universe  unclean. 
No  creature  life  could  wash  the  stain  away, 
Or  shine  again  the  life  unclouded  day. 

But  oh!  the  mystery  of  love  divining, 

The  majesty  of  wisdom  to  declare; 
The  Holy  Trinity  the  work  assigning, 

The  offices  of  Ministry  to  share. 
Conception  vast,  the  mystery  Divine, 
That  through  the  darkness  God  again  would  shine. 

God  gave  His  Son — the  only  one  begotten — 
In  love  and  justice,  full  of  grace  and  truth, 

The  holy  inspiration,  not  forgotten — 
The  mighty  Worker  of  eternal  truth. 

The  Trinity  came  forth  in  sacrifice, 

As  God  the  Son  .upon  the  altar  dies. 

God's  only  Son — the  wonderful  oblation — 

Gave  forth  Himself  (for  sins'  rebellion  slain), 

To  give  the  universe  a  new  salvation, 
In  truth  and  mercy  reconciled  again. 

He  gave  His  life-stream,  every  stain  to  cleanse; 

In  death  a  fulness  all,  to  make  amends. 
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The  Son  of  God,  in  agony  atoning, 

Gave  forth  His  life  the  death-bond  to  supply. 
The  Holy  Spirit,  in  the  anguish  groaning, 

Made  intercession,  mercy  to  apply. 
The  Holy  Father,  in  the  Deity, 
Declared  this  life-stream  should  atonement  be. 

That  life-stream,  all  the  sacred  heaven  flooding, 
Filled  faithful  angels  as  an  ocean  sea, 

Upon  their  virgin  life  its  fulness  budding, 
Arose  at  once  to  immortality. 

The  life  of  God  was  nevermore  to  cease: 

Eternal  kingdom  of  eternal  peace. 

The  angels  rose  in  holy  inspiration, 

Expelled  the  demons  in  their  Father's  will, 

Exalted  in  the  greater  exaltation, 
In  holiness  God's  purpose  to  fulfil. 

Attendants  on  the  Son's  own  work  and  care, 

A  universe  material  to  prepare. 

The  evil  spirits  God  in  darkness  chaining, 
Unto  the  judgment  of  the  judgment  day, 

Their  own  corruption  through  the  aeons  gaining, 
To  suffer  moral  death  in  moral  sway. 

As  unclean  factors  Satan's  rule  to  mock, 

To  be  themselves  disrupted  by  death's  shock. 

The  energy  defiled  by  deeds  defiling, 

For  cleansing,  God  the  Son  Almighty  took; 

God's  holiness  the  anguished  wrath  was  piling, 
The  King  in  majesty  of  burden  shook. 

As  burning  ashes  from  the  Altar  sped, 

Material  universe  His  service  spread. 

PART  2. 

From  age  to  age  His  purpose  was  progressing, 
A  universe  prepared  for  mortal  man, 

The  evidence  truthfully  confessing, 

To  hold  Earth's  chosen  sphere  in  martiailed  spaa. 

The  universe  in  everlasting  trust, 

To  robe  the  human  spirit  in  its  dust. 
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Amazing  wonders  of  the  ages  passing, 

The  handiwork  and  footprints  of  our  God; 

His  mighty  plant  in  energies  amassing, 
Preparing  for  the  coming  of  Man's  Lord. 

The  Earth,  the  cradle  of  the  Race,  to  be 

The  kingdom  of  our  God  eternally. 

Material  Earth  in  physical  controllings 

Was  fashioned  to  sustain  the  pilgrim  man; 

The  spirit's  energies  in  reason's  rollings 
Receive  the  physical  vibrationed  span. 

With  wondrous  knowledge,  man  to  satisfy, 

His  understanding,  given  from  on  high. 

Then  why,  we  ask,  upon  the  Earth  this  striving? 

Why  were  the  nettle  leaves  prepared  to  sting? 
The  evil  present,  with  the  good  arriving1, 

The  hurricanes  the  harmonies  to  fling? 
Why  does  the  darkness  chase  the  light  that  dawns? 
Why  roses  beautiful  consigned  to  thorns? 

Why  unclean  beasts  on  other  creatures  feeding? 

Why  do  the  wolves  and  jackals  nightly  prowl? 
Why  vermin  in  the  foul  corruptions  breeding? 

Why  should  hyenas  with  the  wild  dogs  howl? 
In  everything  corruption  circles  death, 
Around  unnmbered  springs  of  vital  breath. 

Why  is  the  happiness  of  human  singing 

So  oftentimes  a  broken  harmony? 
So  oftentimes  a  double  discord  flinging, 

To  turn  the  worship  into  blasphemy? 
The  human  ocean  rumbles  with  unrest. 
Amid  the  calms  that  soothe  the  troubled  breast. 

Behold  the  beauty  <if  the  soul's  emotions, 

Uplifting  to  the  heaven  in  their  .joy; 
Watch  the  tornadoes  mi  (.he  human  oceans, 

In  fury  lashing  onward  to  destroy. 
Uncertain  warl'atv  and  uncertain  strife, 
The  bitter  strn-^lc  'twixt  the  death  and  life. 
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What  is  it  all,  this  never-ceasing  struggling? 

We  ask  in  phrensied  spasms;  what  the  cause, 
In  necromancies,  of  the  human  juggling? 

The  providences  ask.     And  as  we  pause, 
We  see  the  one  Eternal  Sunlight  shine — 
The  Lord  Creator  is  the  Sun  Divine. 

Earth,  hell,  and  heaven  are  but  the  three  partitions : 

The  Lord  Almighty  ruleth  over  all; 
His  kingdom  one,  but  under  three  conditions— - 

The  heaven  above  in  God's  immortal  call; 
The  hell  below  in  the  infernal  death; 
The  Earth,  the  battlefield  of  mortal  breath. 

The  Son  of  God,  the  Great  Atonement,  making, 

In  majesty  a  universe  compiled, 
The  energies  of  deepest  darkness  shaking, 

His  life-stream  breathed  on  energies  defiled. 
The  cleansing  with  the  universe  began, 
Until  the  Great  Creator  imaged  man. 

The  work  moved  on,  the  inspiration  speeding, 
To  circle  the  disastrous  human  fall. 

The  human  race,  demoniac  biddings  heeding. 
Instead  of  minding  their  Creator's  call. 

To  lowest  depths  of  moral  evil  fell. 

Until  the  human  world  became  a  bell. 

Through  patriarchal  and  prophetic  fallings, 

Each  ritual  formula  and  sacrifice 
Were  typing  in  the  midst  of  Israel's  fallings 

The  vistas  of  the  Holy  Lamb  that  dies. 
Man  never  could  redeem  himself,  the  breath 
Of  life  so  paralysed  by  moral  death. 

The  kine  and  lambs  upon  the  altars  dying 
Were  but  the  types  of  the  oblation  slain. 

The  world  was  under  condemnation  lying, 

But  in  the  life-stream  flowing  learned  the  pain. 

The  infinite  oblation  to  atone, 

And  cleanse  a  fallen  world  1«»  make  Cod's  own. 
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Men  rushed  along  to  further  condemnation, 
Until  fulfilled  was  fulness  of  the  times, 

The  evil  rising  in  precipitation, 

To  fill  the  Hades  of  the  human  slimes. 

The  world  upon  the  brink  of  ruin  lay, 

Awaiting  the  command  to  pass  away. 

But  listen!     Hear  the  sweet  angelic  singing — 
The  Babe  of  Bethlehem  in  manger  born; 

The  bells  of  heaven  are  the  joy  bells  ringing, 
To  greet  the  Earth  upon  the  Christmas  morn. 

Divine  the  Infant  Babe  that  shines  His  Star 

To  spread  the  welcome  to  the  East  afar. 

Can  men  on  Earth  learn  God's  philosophy, 
The  perfect  revelation  of  the  Moral  Law, 

The  righteousness  of  this  theosophy, 
Unerring  government  without  a  flaw? 

The  evil  and  the  good  existent  still; 

Probation  on  its  trial:  man's  free  will. 

The  Son  of  God,  beneath  the  judgment  staying, 
Took  creature  sin  upon  Himself,,  His  own; 

Death's  penalty  to  uttermost  defraying, 
To  cleanse  the  universe,  arid  to  atone. 

He  thus  obtained  the  rights  for  evermore, 

The  river  of  the  life  Divine  to  pour. 

To  man's  intelligence  Nature  unveiling, 

Proves  rising  harmonies  mid  darkness  cast; 

Reveals  God's  scheme,  the  mystery  detailing— 
The  rising  of  the  fallen  world  so  vast; 

The  resurrection  from  the  dying  strife; 

The  everlasting  to  eternal  life. 

The  Sou  of  God  the  Trinity  revealing, 

The  Son  of  Man  the  righteous  human  name, 
Took  creature  sin  upon  Himself,  His  own 
The  reconciliation  to  acclaim. 

To  gather,  in  God's  fold,  the  Israel  divine; 

Eternal  love,  in  Christ,  the  thine  and  mine. 
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The  great  oblation  beareth  all  the  burden, 

As  drops,  and  showers,  and  tempests  on  Him  fall; 

The  unclean  energies  that  mortals  guerdon, 
The  one  atoning  lamb  must  cleanse  them  all. 

The  Son  of  God,  from  Earth's  foundation  slain; 

The  Son  of  Man,  Earth's  temple  to  retain. 

Against  the  cunning  strength  of  evil  fighting, 

The  Great  High  Priest,  stands  forward  to  atone; 

The  Holy  Spirit,  by  His  cleansing,  righting, 

As  flows  the  life-stream.  God  declares  His  own. 

Amid  the  battle  rage,  and  death,  and  strife. 

In  Christ,  God  gives  His  sons  indwelling  life. 

In  human  trial  forces  are  divided; 

The  alien  armies  for  their  leaders  fight. 
The  conquest  is  by  God  the  Son  decided: 

The  cleansing  of  the  spirit  giveth  light. 
God  holds  the  darkness  and  the  death  in  chains, 
And  by  His  chastisements  true  soldiers  gains. 

As  molten  metal  when  the  dross  is  parted, 

In  brightened  fan'  I  he  radiant  light  beams  shine, 

The  spirit  filled  with  unctioned  life  whole-hearted 
The  fires  of  suffering  the  soul  refine. 

The  purified  receive  tho  life-stream  kiss — 

Eternal  kingdom  to  eternal  bliss. 

PRAISE  FOR  THE  REDEMPTION. 

Almighty  Father,  bid  us  raise 

Triumphant  songs  of  love  and  praise, 

In  fellowship  that  we  be  one — 

A  brotherhood  to  battle  on; 

The  kingdom  of  our  Lord  to  raise 

To  one  eternal  song  of  praise. 

Our  lives  in  truest  praises  give, 
As  Christ's  own  followers  to  live; 
To  wisely  in  God's  service  fight, 
And  ever  do  and  live  the  right, 
The  kingdom  of  our  Lord  to  claim. 
Humanity,  in  Jesus'  Name! 
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LIGHT  IN  THE  DARKNESS. 

One  by  one  appearing  in  the  darkening  sky. 
Brighter  than  a  diamond,  glistening  on  high. 

As  the  sunshine  fades  away 

And  the  twilight  blinks,  the  day, 
Distant  suns  are  streaming  concentrating  light; 
And  are  stars  appearing  to  illumine  night. 

As  the  light  beams  focus  to  a  starry  disc, 
Mighty  constellations  render  service  brisk, 

While  the  flaming  nebulae 

Add  their  shining  minstrelsy, 
Earth's    dark   passage   cheering,   till   the   night  be 

passed, 
Resting  the  creation,  while  the  shadows  last. 

So  the  human  sorrows  are  a  constant  care 
To  the  rising  sun  star,  shining  everywhere; 

In  the  darkness  and  the  strife 

Christ  is  ever  giving  life. 
Light  and  life  increasing  to  a  sunshine  blaze, 
To  eternal  heaven  of  immortal  praise. 


ECCE  EGO,  CREATOR. 

The  mighty  universe,  so  great  and  high, 

Is  but  the  glory  of  His  passing  by; 

Our  sun  shines  all  his  planetary  spheres, 

To  catch  the  shadows  of  the  Saviour's  tears; 

The  Lord  Jehovah  is  our  Sovereign's,  name, 

The  Holy  Paschal  Lamb  in  human  frame; 

The  fulness  of  the  DeUy  to  shine, 

The  Godhead  glory  Human  and  Divine. 

His  mighty  works  are  past  our  thought  and  ken, 
Infinitesimals  no  finite  mind  can  pen; 
The  beauties  gracing  each  minutest  kind, 
Reveal  the  wonder  workings  of  His  mind; 
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Love's  messages  to  men  His  works  convey, 
Eternal  grace  in  mercy  holds  the  sway; 
The  universe  may  measure  thought  and  flat  span, 
But  Breath  Divine  immortalises  man. 

The  King  of  kings,  the  Heaven  of  His  throne, 
Speaks  God  the  Infinite,  the  One  alone; 
His  attributes  before  our  gaze  unfold 
Eternal   Truth,   Wisdom,   and  Love   enrolled. 
Mercy  and  truth  in  Christ  in  linked  embrace 
In  righteousness  and  peace  reveal  His  face; 
Justice  and  Love  upon  their  pinions  bear 
The  victory  of  truth,  for  God  is  there. 


THE  ROCK  OF  GIBRALTAR. 

The  Rock  renowned,  strong  fortress  of  protracted 

siege, 

Gibraltar,  citadel,  most  famed  upon  the  Earth; 
Thou  giant,  as  a  sleeping  monster  so  serene, 
What   grand   convulsive   agonies      announced      thy 

birth? 

In  massive  columns  rising,  each  behind  and  higher, 
With  sloping  parapet,  no  footing  to  sustain; 
Beneath  thy  frowning  pinnacles,  defiant,  steep, 
What  dignity  thy  crowning  glory  doth  maintain. 

Rehearse  thy  battles  with  the  seas  in  ages  gone, 
When  storms  and  hurricanes  their  utmost  forces 

tried, 

Against  thy  parapets  the  broad  sides  trembled  forth, 
This  Rock  the  fury  of  the  elements  defied. 

How  scanned  the   Rock,   the  warriors   of  primeval 

man, 

A  fortress  to  behold,  or  boldly  chase  the  prey? 
Did  they  alliances  conceive  the  world  to  rule? 
And  from  this  citadel  their  enemies  to  slay? 
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Amid  the  struggles  of  the  nations.  East  and  West, 
A  people  famed  for  chivalry  at  length  arose, 
As  master  captains  of  the  oceans  and  the  seas, 
To  bid  defiance  to  the  human  pirate  foes. 

These  heralded  a  flag  of  life  and  liberty, 
To  aid  all  nations  and  to  succour  the  distressed, 
The  joys  of  freedom  unto  captive  hosts  to  bring, 
Unfettering  the  slave,  and  freeing  the  oppressed. 

Amid  the  changing  fortunes  of  destructive  wars, 
These  champions  for  liberty  sought  to  rule  the  seas; 
To  plant  their  banners  on  the  continents  and  isles, 
And  carry  commerce  forth  on  every  friendly  breeze. 

They  saw  the  Rock:  gigantic  power  to  servitude; 
And  in  their  schemes  they  schemed  its  battlements 

to  take, 
They  captured  the  great  monster,  all  its  strength 

to  train 
To  martial  liberty,  to  commerce  world-wide  make. 

The  citadel  their  own,  the  battlements  were  won, 
To  crown  with  sovereignty  surrounding  seas; 
The  engineers  at  work,  with  passages  and  mines, 
To  make  impregnable,  the  veins  of  strength  they 
seize. 

For  two  and  forty  months  the  world     in     cunning 

tried 
To  crush,  or  slay,  or  starve  this  wondrous  hidden 

power; 

But  every  effort  unto  British  liberties, 
All  feudal  piratage  determined  to  devour. 

To-day   a   mighty   strength   this   ancient      fortress 

stands, 

To  bid  defiance  to  the  storms  and  winds  and  waves; 
The  liberty  of  nations  on  the  seas  to  guard, 
The  world-wide  flag  of  liberty,  the  peace  and  love 

that  saves. 
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HALLEY'S   COMET. 

The  comet  shines,  exceeding  bright, 
To  sweep  its  robes  a  train  of  light; 
It  marks  its  pathway  through  the  skies 
Where  service  points  and  duty  lies. 
From  age  to  age  its  flight  endures, 
As  holding  strength  its  course  assures; 
In  harmonies  of  mystic  song, 
It  moves  its  pilgrimage"  along. 


How  many  many  million  years, 
Bear  witness  to  the  hopes  and  fears! 
That  heralded  its  rapid  flight, 
And  woke  the  stars  amid  the  night! 
It  silvered  forth  each  lightning  flash 
With  stars  of  light  its  robes  to  splash 
A  majesty  of  flaming  power, 
The  dawning  glory  of  the  hour. 

Repeat  to  us,  fair  messenger, 

The  glories,  which  to  Halley  were 

The  inspirations  of  desire, 

Those  subtleties  of  sapient  fire. 

The  knowledge  aiding  man  to  reach 

The  distant  strands,  where  wonders  teach 

The  Great  Creator's  matchless  might, 

The  praises  of  the  Infinite. 


Tell  us  the  secrets  of  thy  lore, 
Thy  mighty  works  in  days  of  yore, 
How  hailed  Jerusalem  thy  cries? 
The  burden  of  her  fainting  sighs? 
In  mystic  chambers  of  the  past, 
Thy  records  were  sublime  and  vast, 
As  kings  arise  and  rulers  fall, 
Thy  prophecy  announceth  all. 
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THE  SUNSET.  f 

Swathed  in  light,  exceeding  bright, 
Drops  the  sun  behind  the  cloud; 

Flash  of  fire,  flaming  higher, 

Struggling  with  its  coverlet  shroud. 

Sinks  to  rest  in  golden  quest, 
Crowned  with  diadem  of  rays, 

As  the  gloom,  encircling  tomb, 
Sets  the  heavens  in  a  blaze. 

Such  is  life  in  toil  and  strife, 
Labour  wrought  and  duty  done, 

Till  death's  cloud,  in  circling  shroud, 
Flashes  forth  the  setting  sun. 


THE  BROOKLET. 

Let  me  linger  by  the  eddies, 

Where  the  crispate  sedges  grow; 
Where  the  restless  pondweeds  travail, 

In  the  creeklet's  overflow; 
Where  the  saxifrages  golden, 

Buttercups  so  white  and  rare, 
With  their  fine  divided  leaflets, 

Grace  the  habitations  fair. 

Let  me  hear  the  ocean  whispers 

Beckoning  the  streamlet  on, 
As  the  wavelets,  pressing  forward, 

Urge  their  mates  to  move  along. 
Dragonflies  so  patronising 

Flash  across  the  silver  stream, 
While  the  May-flies  in  the  sunshine 

Pass  existence  as  a  dream. 
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Watch  the  little  fishes  swimming, 

Lazily  on  pleasure  bent. 
Scarce  a  motion  to  be  noticed; 

Open  mouths  and  eyes  intent. 
Yet  how  gracefully  they  skimmer 

As,  meandering,  they  play, 
All  the  rounds  of  duty  shaping 

Through  the  limpid  water  way. 

I  would  linger  by  the  eddies 

Of  the  waters  cool  and  clear, 
Watching  Nature  in  the  sunshine, 

In  the  Springtime  of  the  year. 
Mid  the  stones  and  sands  and  shingles, 

Problems  wonderful  are  found, 
For  the  teachings  of  the  Highest 

In  the  little  streams  abound. 


THE  LIFEBOAT  RESCUE. 

I  gazed  upon  the  sea,  shining  as  molten  glass, 

Its   breast   as   polished   silver,   in   the   sunbeams 

white; 
A  halo  from  its  depths,  like  burnished  brass, 

Commingling  of  the  silver  rays  with  golden  light. 
It  seemed  as  if  its  face,  in  hushed  majestic  calm, 

Answered   the   crimson   glowings   of  the    setting 

sun — 
A  quiet  conference  to  avert  the  looming  harm; 

To  double  back  the  storm  ere  anger  fierce  begun. 

A  fishing  smack  was  sluggish,  headed  to  the  wind; 

Her  crew,  in  madness,  unconcerned  the  signs  to 

read. 
The  master  mariner  had  surely  lost  his  mind, 

Or  in  some  trouble  dire  his  senses  freed. 
Increasing  sorrow  seemed  to  overwhelm  his  soul; 

His  thoughts  were  restive,  almost  to  despair, 
As  hurricanes  of  life  in  angry  billows  roll, 

Attacking  all  around  the  craft  and  everywhere. 
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E'en  as  he  spake,  a  strange  phenomenon  appeared; 

Clouds  from  horizon  rose,  increasing,  changing 

form, 
Up  to  the  zenith  height  with  rapid  motion  steered — 

A  silent  hush,  which  heralded  the  coming  storm. 
As  by  some  magic  wand,  the  broad  expanse  of  sea 

Was  suddenly  in  fury  lashed  to  billowed  foam. 
The  fishermen,  awaking  to  the  tragedy, 

Too  late  had  turned  the  vessel's  head  to  make  for 
home. 

The    storm    flew    on  'apace,    as    winds    and   waves 
assailed, 

And  into  ocean's  trough  the  craft  appeared  to  sink, 
As  by  the  water  banks  the  tragic  scene  was  veiled, 

And  lookers-on,  afraid,  were  terrified  to  think. 
The  waves  buoy  up  their  freight  upon  the  mountain 
crest, 

The  boat  and  fishermen  are  safely  onward  borne; 
While  palpitating  hearts  on  shore  urge  the  request: 

God's  mercy  for  the  family  in  hope  forlorn. 

The  darkness  deepens  fast;  the  watchers  strain  their 

eyes; 
The  women  weep  and  wail,  and  strong  men  hold 

their  breath, 
As  pending  shipwreck  visions  to  the  mind  arise, 

The  awful  agonies  of  suffering  and  death. 
Swiftly  the  vessel  speeds,  and,  buoyant  on  the  waves, 
One  moment  sails;  then  leaps  as  driven  by  the 

gale; 

Her  canvas  tattered,  torn — not  e'en  a  mast  she  saves; 
Her  best  endurance  broken,  helpless  to  avail. 

Rushes  the  craft  to  ruin,  chasm'd  or  afloat; 

Her  human  freight  in  darkness  fear  a  yawning- 

tomb. 

As  floating  empty  shell,  the  sea  throws  up  the  boat, 
And  hurls  her  jammed  between  the  rocks  to  meet 
her  doom. 
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The  salts  stand  madly  dumb;  with  groans  the  air 
is  rent. 

No  rescue  boat  can  live  in  such  a  boiling  sea. 
In  silence,  sobs  and  exclamations,  vainly  spent, 

For  reason  fails  to  grasp  a  path  to  set  them  free. 

A  weird  and  solemn  cry  is  heard,  and  wafts  on  high, 

Above  the  fury  of  the  wind  and  billows'  roar: 
"The   lifeboat!     Launch  the  lifeboat!     Do  not  let 

them  die! 

Nor  stain  your  souls  with  murder  in  the  ever- 
more." 

Along  the  sands  the  boat  is  swiftly  dragged  and  sped, 
Grating  its  keel,  grooving  the  shore.    When  water 

gained 

The  volunteers  are  called  to  save  the  living  dead; 
But    from    those    fishermen    no    crew    could    be 
obtained. 

Moments  roll  by,  and  moments  into  minutes  leap; 

The  wreck  is  lost  in  darkness;  every  anxious  face 
Strains  eyes  and  ears  for  news;  women  and  children 
weep; 

Uncertainty,  suspense  their  lines  of  sorrow  trace. 
At  length  the  line  divides;  a  messenger  divine, 

Breathless  and  agitated,  runs,  and  leaps  upon  the 

deck; 
Calls  on  surrounding  braves  their  service  to  assign, 

To  save  the  helpless  fisher  folk  from  utter  wreck. 

A  crew  is  formed;  their  iron  muscles  ply  the  oars; 

In  answer  to  their  captain's  call  the  men  obey. 
Their  energy  applied,  the  perspiration  pours; 

The  lifeboat  safely  rides  the  tricky  waterway. 
There  speeds  a  solemn  stillness  mid  the  tempest 
roar; 

From  observation  darkness  hides  the  tragic  scene; 
Eternity  seems  opening  up;  the  evermore 

Arraigned   with    life   and   death,    in    struggle   all 
unseen. 
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The  boat  returns;  the  shipwreck  crew  are  rescued 

all; 
When  willing  hands  rush  forth  to  drag  her  high 

and  dry. 
Again  the  crowd  divides,  in  answer  to  a  call; 

The  bearers  of  a  death-like  form  are  passing  by. 
The  captain  and  the  saviour  of  that  gallant  crew 
Unconscious      lies      from     wound     received     in 

wreckage  blow. 
They  bear  him  forth  with  gentle  hands — the  brave 

and  true — 
In  joyful  hearts  fresh  sorrow  kindles  into  glow. 


Death's  fangs  were  drawn;  prayer  rises  into  praise; 

The  life  in  sacrificial  service  given 
Again  revives,  to  burn  with  stronger  blaze — 

A  life-gift  doubly  given  by  approving  heaven. 


In  every  human  sail  the  body  craft  is  wrecked 

In  tempest  storms  which  rage  in  every  ocean  tide; 

This   fragile   shell   must   sink  unless   the   crew  be 

decked 
In  lifeboat  safe,  prepared  the  ocean  waves  to  ride. 

The  Son  of  Man  appears,  the  Living  Son  of  God; 
His  own  He  comes  to  rescue  from  the  gruesome 

grave. 
The  living  message  carries,  as  the  Sovereign  Lord, 

In  holy  yearning  love,  omnipotent  to  save. 
"Gome  and  be  saved,"  the  trumpet  voice  from  heaven 

calls. 

The  wreckage  but  destroys  the  mortal  evil  strife; 
The  mortal  dust  from  off  the  wounded  spirit  falls; 
The  resurrection  calleth  you  to  share  immortal 
life. 


Shineth  the  sun  in  a  fulness  of  glory, 

As  a  bridegroom  proceedeth  forth  on  his  way, 
Heralding  earthward  his  wonderful  story, 

Before  all  his  planets  his  light  to  display. 
Out  from  his  chamber  the  monarch  is  coming, 

To  give  to  his  system  its  impulse  and  power; 
Planets  and  moons  his  inspirings  are  booming, 

To  hang  in  the  heavens  his  firmament  bower. 


Planets  more  distant  his  splendour  proclaiming, 

(Venus,  the  bridesmaid,  is  silvered  with  light), 
Giving  their  services,  each  one  acclaiming, 

Shining  their  watches  over  the  night. 
Watch  the  procession,  the  way  that  he  treadeth, 

Circling  his  palace  in  wisdom's  design, 
Housing  his  fairies.     One  only  he  weddeth: 

The  Earth  is  to  him  his  consort  Divine. 


They  are  his  spheres  in  wise  calculation, 

Wondrous  abysses  in  distances  far, 
Dead  masses  of  matter  in  force  elevation, 

Reflecting  the  sunlight  to  fashion  the  star. 
Earth  is  the  bride,  streams  of  life  to  impart, 

Heralding  Nature  her  garments  to  robe; 
New  centre  of  being,  the  answering  heart, 

Sustaining  the  breath  of  a  life-breathing  globe-- 


Wonder of  wonders!     The  mystery  ever! 

Physical  universe  laboured  her  birth. 
This  is  the  unit  of  mighty  endeavour, 

Royal  the  dowry  that  girded  the  earth. 
Universe  robeth  her  vestments  of  splendour 

Unto  the  earth  as  she  loyally  bows, 
All  her  battalions  her  forces  to  render 
Uttermost  service  of  uttermost  vows. 
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Upon  the  earth  the  sun,  ever  shining, 

Playeth  the  times  and  the  seasons  and  years; 
God,  the  Eternal,  Himself  is  divining 

To  raise  Him  a  kingdom  out  of  death's  tears. 
Man  is  the  monarch  and  lord  of  creation, 

Forces  of  mind  the  earth's  force  to  subdue; 
Jehovah,  the  Shepherd,  planned  human  salvation, 

His  kingdom  eternal  in  strength  to  renew. 


IMMORTALITY. 

Man  may  rise  to  be  immortal,  if  he  will; 
Or  his  destiny  is  such  that  he  may  kill 
All  the  life  which  God  has  given,  all  his  soul, 
Losing  e'en  his  daily  service,  as  a  scroll. 

Mortal  man  may  waste  his  measure,  stay  the  stream 
Till  the  spirit  life  departeth,  as  a  dream. 
Worldly  riches  always  vanish  or  decay, 
Or  we  leave  them,  for  we  canot  take  away. 

Carnal  deeds,  as  tinder,  perish  in  the  fires, 
Growths  of  empty  bubbles  based  on  base  desires. 
Moral  works  of  love  and  duty  never  die, 
But  beyond  all  death  and  shadowr  live  on  high. 


THE  FEATHERED  KINGDOMS:  WHICH  SHALL 
HOLD  THE  EMPIRE? 

Is  it  the  eagle,  soaring  to  the  skies, 

To  swoop  from  mountain  crag  on  lamb  that  dies; 

That  circles  proudly  in  the  higher  air, 

As  lord  of  the  creation  everywhere, 

From  giddy  height  of  isolated  peak, 

The  depths  to  vision  to  more  daring  freak? 

Is  this  the  bird  that  asks  a  kingdom  won, 

As  it  appealeth,  gazing  on  the  sun? 
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Is  it  the  lark,  ascending  out  of  sight, 
To  pour  its  song  in  firmament  of  light, 
That  fills  the  purer  heaven  with  its  praise, 
To  join  its  notes  with  angels'  sweeter  lays; 
Then,  swift  as  arrow  to  the  bow  that  bends, 
Obedient,  to  its  humble  home  descends? 
Shall  this  one  be  consigned  a  royal  crown 
For  bringing  harmonies  of  heaven  down? 

Is  it  the  nightingale  that  sweetly  sings 

When  dropping  twilight  listening  silence  brings, 

As  warbles  from  the  happy  bridegroom's  throat 

A  love  song  in  the  ever-quivering  note 

That  bids  the  bride  herself  respond  his  quest, 

And  in  secluded  thicket  build  their  nest? 

No  more  apart,  in  hedge  recesses  roam; 

The  kingdom  of  the  muses  is  their  home. 

Shall  the  companion  of  the  rich  and  poor — 
No  stewardship  was  surely  ever  truer — 
The  loving  partnership  from  days  of  old, 
By  Nature  robed  in  feathers  dipped  in  gold, 
As  in  the  cage  it  trembles  a  refrain, 
E'en  in  imprisonment  life's  joys  to  gain? 
Shall  the  canary — every  song  a  gem — 
For  solo  singing  gain  a  diadem? 

The  halcyon  that  guards  the  waterway 
In  royal  colours  ventures  to  display 
The  tints  that  harmonise  with  Nature  true, 
The  softer  and  the  deeper  shades  of  blue, 
As  o'er  the  stream  the  graceful  fisher  glides: 
Himself  within  the  sunlight  flash  he  prides? 
A  sentinel  to  stream  of  such  renown 
Should  surely  be  entitled  to  a  crown. 

The  glorious  plumage  of  the  parrot  tribe! — 
Can  human  paint  brush  e'en  attempt  describe 
The  blended  combinations  interwed, 
The  colours  patterned  blue,  and  green,  and  red, 
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Their  pretty  chatter  in  arboreal  bowers, 
The  while  they  gather  honey  from  the  flowers; 
The  sunshine  gleams  the  tints  exceeding  bright, 
To  crown  the  parrots  kings  and  queens  of  light. 

How  struts  the  peacock  in  his  royal  pride, 
In  his  attentions  to  his  faithful  bride; 
His  choice  device  of  feathers  for  a  crown — 
Too  light  to  weigh  his  royal  highness  down — 
And  when  his  tail  its  vast  dominion  spreads, 
Each  rainbow  spangled  feather  beauty  sheds — 
Prismatic  colours,  purple,  blue,  and  green, 
With  red  and  orange  blinking  in  between. 

The  humming  birds  may  be  exceeding  small — 
A  flash  of  colour  seems  to  be  their  all — 
But  as  the  sunshine  opens  up  the  blooms, 
These  active  fairies  drink  the  sweet  perfumes. 
The  flapping  of  their  wings  proclaim  their  speed, 
As  mid  the  opening  blooms  they  play  and  feed. 
The  glories  of  the  humming  birds  embrace 
The  uttermost  of  beauty,  colour,  grace. 

New  Guinea  Islands,  in  the  tropic  seas, 
Where  birds  of  Paradise  enjoy  the  breeze. 
These  birds  of  beauty  so  divinely  wrought, 
Arrayed  in  plumes  for  royal  sceptre  brought, 
Prismatic  colours  as  a  rainbow  blend, 
To  bid  the  mind  in  rhapsodies  ascend, 
While  Nature  all  around — a  royalty 
Is  this  kingdom  of  the  earth  we  see. 

The  bower  birds  and  doves,  in  glory  clad; 
The  ostrich  which  his  regal  kingdom  had; 
The  emus  and  the  cassowaries  on  the  land: 
The  pheasants  and  the  partridges,  a  band; 
The  small  and  humble  wrens,  red,  scarlet,  blue; 
The  royal  lyre-bird,  but  to  kingdom  true: 
The  birds  of  beauty,  and  of  size,  and  song, 
All  hold  their  own,  republics  able,  strong. 
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THE  MOSQUITO  BITE. 

Tingling,    tingling,    tingling — what    do    the   tingles 

mean? 

My  hands,  and  face,  and  neck  present  a  lively  scene. 
They  promenade  and  dance  on  my  defenceless  skin, 
Mosquito  army  hordes,  to  suck  my  life-blood  in. 

fret,  and  fume,  and  rage,  and  slaughter  and  destroy, 
But  still  the  hosts  press  on  to  torment  and  annoy. 
Fresh  terrors  come  and  go,  each  one  to  take  a  bite; 
When  these  have  had  their  fill,  cousins  and  friends 

alight. 

I  slap  my  hands  and  face,  and  crush  the  tiny  things, 
But  'tis  my  air'n  life-blood  the  flattened  carcase 

flings. 

Filaria,  doctors  say,  or  some  such  horrid  name, 
Within  my  blood  will  feed,  unless  I  stop  the  game. 
Bacteria  in  my  food,  phthisis  in  the  air — 
A  million  traps  death's  victory  declare. 
Save    me    from    mosquitoes,    keep    my    lips    from 

sighing, 
In  existence  living,  yet  consumed  with  dying. 


THE  THIRD  SOLAR  ATMOSPHERE:   SEEN  WHEN 
CROSSING  THE  EQUATOR. 

As  snow-flakes  in  the  sky  against  the  milky  blue 
Appeared  the  balls  of  white  on  the  equator  true; 
The  circling  lines  arrayed  themselves  on  zenith 

height, 
Surrounding  fleecy  flecks  of  crystallising  light. 

Behind  the  sun  was  spread  a  cloud-like  milky  way, 
As  forth  his  journey  speeds  amid  the  glory  spray; 
Upon  horizon  sits  the  mountain  range's  cloud, 
As  snow  white  covered  tors  upon  the  darker  shroud. 
The  gentle  breezes  fan  the  zephyrs  of  the  sky 
In  scintillating  form,  as  vapours  passing  by; 
The  sun,  as  silvered  glass,  gives  brilliancy  clear, 
Surrounded  by  the  glow — third  solar  atmosphere. 
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SONG  OF  JOY. 

Rejoice  in  the  Lord,  in  praises  adore, 
Till  faith  into  sight  breaks  forth  evermore; 
Then  bless  your  creation,  but  rather  rejoice 
In  Christ's  resurrection,  there  whispers  a  voice. 
Ye  lost,  dying  mortals,  come  unto  Me; 
Death's  sentence  fulfilled,  salvation  is  free. 

Rejoice,  oh  rejoice,  believe  the  glad  word; 
In  love's  gentle  touch  emotions  are  stirred. 
Love  seeketh  its  dual  down  in  the  soul, 
And,  bursting  in  flames,  enkindles  the  whole. 
Your  soul  is  redeemed:  oh  why  will  ye  die, 
Extinguishing  life — My  love  asks  you  why? 

Rejoice  evermore,  rise  up  and  be  strong, 
For  life  genders  love,  and  love  passions  song 
The  life  and  the  love  in  rhapsody  play; 
The  Sunlight  Divine  announces  the  Day. 
Sad  spirit,  rejoice;  salvation  is  thine! 
Your  passport  to  heaven,  the  Human  Divine. 


THE  TWENTY-THIRD  PSALM. 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  he  wills  to  provide; 
And  with  His  protection,  safely  will  guide. 
In  living  green  pastures  He  bids  me  to  feed, 
And  with  His  full  hand  supplieth  my  need. 
His  vastness  of  gift  restoreth  my  soul 
Beside  the  still  waters,  till  perfectly  whole; 
In  righteousness's  paths,  my  hand  He  doth  take, 
And  leadeth  me  on  for  His  mercy's  sake. 

He  giveth  me  being,  supplieth  my  breath; 
Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  death, 
No  evil  I  fear  with  Thyself  by  my  side; 
Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff  my  comfort  abide. 
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In  mine  enemy's  presence  my  table  is  spread, 
Thy  guardianship  sacredly  guardeth  my  head; 
With  oil  of  sweet  savour  my  Lord  doth  anoint 
The  portion  o'erflowing,  as  love  doth  appoint. 

My  cup  runneth  over,  my  heart  is  aglow 
With  kindlings  of  love  as  my  needs  overflow; 
I  drink  to  desire,  and  still  my  cup  fills — 
Satisfaction  so  full — for  the  Good  Shepherd  wills. 
Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me 
All  the  days  of  my  life  to  live  with  Thee; 
In  fulness  of  joy  and  ceaseless  endeavour, 
I  shall  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for  ever. 


LIGHT. 

Whence  cometh  light — the  wondrous  energy 
Which  mortals  see,  but  cannot  understand; 

That  garbs  its  flight  in  holy  majesty, 

And  bids  the  darkness  flee  to  its  command? 

It  pierces  space  with  lines  of  passage  true, 

And  circles  forth  the  firmament  of  blue. 

The  triune  ray,  as  softest  ether,  falls 

Into  abyss  unmeasured,  shafts  its  flight. 

The  deepest  darkness  unto  duty  calls, 

Vibrationed  waves  sustaining  heat  and  light. 

Embodiment  so  fine  we  cannot  trace — 

What  is  this  factor,  which  negations  space? 

Light  manifests  its  presence  by  its  glow, 
It  beams  the  prism'd  colours  to  define; 
And  brighter  than  the  purity  of  snow 

The  blended  colours  into  whiteness  shine. 
The  arching  rainbow  dazzles  with  its  smile, 
As  clouds'  deflected  prism'd  rays  beguile. 

Oh,  subtle  light,  most  sacred  symbol  all 
Of  mysteries  in  God's  creation  known — 

'Tis  but  the  shadow  of  the  higher  call: 

The  very  light — the  sacred  sun — has  flown. 

To  energise  man's  dying  mortal  soul, 

The  resurrection  of  the  perfect  whole. 
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PHYSICAL  DYING. 

Dying  is  so  easy!    is  this  death 

When  the  parting  dissolution  steals  the  breath? 

Life  is  consummation  mid  the  sighs, 

Where  unctioned  breath   evolves  from  death  that 

dies. 

As  'flowers  of  grass  when  winds  assail, 
The  blossoms  fade  and  die; 
The  seeds,  the  fruit  matured  and  hale, 
Pass  on  to  further  life  supply. 


A  PRAYER. 

Creator  of  the  universe, 

The  universal  All, 
Bid  creature  mind  Thy  praise  rehearse, 

And  on  Thy  mercies  fall. 

The  Christ  Oblation  now  we  plead, 

In  reverence  adore — 
Sufficiency  for  all  our  need, 

Sufficient  evermore. 

We  ask  to  have,  in  Thine  own  grace, 

Of  Thine  immensity, 
The  holiness  to  see  Thy  face, 

That  we  may  holy  be. 

We  ask  for  life,  our  every  breath — 
A  fulness,  Lord,  from  Thee — 

The  living  soul  to  vanquish  death, 
To  live  eternally. 

Bid  every  soul  the  incense  burn, 
In  songs  and  prayer  to  raise, 

Until  we  all  the  glory  learn 
Of  Thine  eternal  praise. 
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A  LOVELY  MORNING. 

Thursday,  August  11,  1910. 

"What  a  lovely  morning!" 
Nature's  children  sing; 

Sunshine  bright  adorning 
The  incoming  spring. 

Gentle  zephyrs  flutter 

As  they  bear  along 
Messages  that  utter 

Happiness  and  song. 

Watch  the  heavens  clearing, 

Whispering  anew; 
Floating  fairies  nearing 

Grace  the  vernal  blue. 

In  the  trumpet  pealing 
Deeper  sounds  unheard, 

Echoes  softer  stealing, 
Heart  recesses  stirred. 

Nature  undertaking 
For  a  sunshine  stroll; 

Creature  life  is  waking; 
Flashes  forth  the  soul. 

As  the  sun  is  shining 

Rise  night's  falling  tears, 

Thin  white  flecks  divining 
Peace,  the  calm  that  cheers. 

"What  a  lovely  morning!" 
Nature's  children  sang; 

'Tis  the  love  adorning 
The  returning  Spring. 
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RED  SEA  SUNSET:  March  4,  1910. 

The  sun  is  setting  in  the  West, 
To  bid  the  weary  planet  rest; 
And  as  the  vapour  mists  unfold, 
He  touches  forth  their  fringe  with  gold; 
But  as  he  sinks,  the  clouds  that  rise 
With  crimson  glories  map  the  skies, 
Till  clustered  groups,  with  purple  hue, 
In  solemn  dirges  fade  the  view. 


THE  DIVINE  PROVIDENCES. 

How  strange  the  providences  work  in  waves  c?  time 

and  tide; 
The  ocean  gives,  the  smile  which  waves  have  ne'er 

defied! 

Unceasing  are  the  forces  spent  in  subtle  mystery — 
The  wonders  of  the  energies  that  rule  the  mighty 

sea. 

One  moment  note  the  signs  of  peace,  the  glory  of 

the  calm, 
Which  trembles  on  the  consciousness,  as  Gilead's 

healing  balm; 
The  air  and  water,  in  a  truce,  in  God's  will  cease 

their  strife, 
And  placid,  in  reviving  sleep,  replenish  mortal  life. 

The  Waters  are  the  arteries.;  the  air  supplies  the 

breath; 
And  Earth  a  constitution  holds  for  holding  life  and 

death; 
The   current   of   the   beating   Pulse   Earth's   active 

duties  fills; 
The  winds  and  breezes  give  the  soul,  and  God  rules 

as  He  wills. 
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The  air  in  zephyrs  gently  fans  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
Supporting  Earth's  abounding  claims,  and  bidding 

ocean  sleep; 
But  when  the  breezes  rise  as  hurricanes  in  strength 

of  might, 
The  waters  into  tempests  swell,  and  wondrous  is  the 

sight. 

In  passion  of  the  ocean's  swell,  the  waves,  in  billows 
roar  ; 

The  winds  their  water-laden  clouds  on  all  the  Earth- 
lands  pour: 

Thus  Nature's  energies  arise;  each  storm  deletes  its 
showers, 

As  spring-time  to  the  harvest  brings  the  needed 
fruits  and  flowers. 

So   in   the   issues   of   our   lives   God's   providences 

play — 
The   living  soul  maintains   the   heart  to  work  the 

perfect  day; 
The  Sun  of  glory  gives  the  light,  and  life  Himself 

supplies, 
Until  the  saint  is  perfected  in  God's  immortal  skies. 


NATURE'S  VOICES  CALLING. 

Every  fish  that  swims  the  ocean, 
Every  bird  that  flies  the  air, 

Gives  the  thinking  mind  the  potion; 
All  are  in  a  Father's  care, 

In  a  grand  consummate  scheming, 

Wisdom's  rays  in  rapture  beaming. 

Every  note  of  Nature  calleth 

Panorama  full  and  free, 
As  the  lowest  creature  falleth, 

Into  duty's  place  to  be; 
Nature  everywhere  revealing 
Flames  of  cleansing,  gifts  of  healing. 
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The  wild  goats  upon  the  mountains, 
As  they  skip  from  crag  to  crag, 

And  the  desmids  in  the  fountains, 
Wave  the  Great  Creator's  flag. 

In  the  twilight  some  are  sighing, 

Nature  living,  Nature  dying. 

In  the  forest,  lions,  roaring, 
Every  night  await  their  prey, 

While  the  multitudes,  are  pouring 
To  the  duties  of  the  day; 

All  in  law  and  order  working, 

Never  one  a  duty  shirking. 

Butterflies  in  sunshine  flying — 

Creeping  things  both  great  and  small- 
All  the  creature  life  applying 

Every  instinct  to  instal. 
Million,  million  life-streams  giving 
Certify  the  creatures  living. 


THE  ACTIVITIES  OF  LOVE. 

Love  melts  the  heart,  and  causes  tears  to  flow, 
As  unction  fills  the  soul  to  fervid  glow; 
It  breathes  the  passion  of  the  moral  sun, 
And  holds  the  living  star  to  morals  won; 
It  tempers  justice  in  Divine  decree, 
And  wakes  the  dead  to  immortality. 
Who  in  its  energies  of  service  pray, 
And  in  the  righteousness  of  love  obey? 

A  new  creation  human  doth  arise; 

While  in  its  clay,  the  feeble  body  dies; 

As  shines  on  new-born  babe  the  morning  sun — 

The  spirit's  resurrection  has  begun. 

Who  keep  the  light,  and  tread  the  shining  way? 

'Tis  mercy  all,  love,  worship  and  obey. 

To  give  the  life,  the  holy  passions  yearn, 

Eternally  the  fires  of  love  shall  burn. 
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THE   GIRL   WITH    BRAINS. 

(Comic  Song — A  Vocal  Duet.) 

Gent:  '  I m  looking  for  the  girl  with  brains!" 

Lady:  "That's  me,  sir." 

Gent:  "I'm  looking  for  the  girl  with  brains, 
I'm  searching  not  for  money  gains, 
But  looking  for  the  girl  with  brains." 

Lady:  "That's  me,  sir." 

Gent:  "I'm  asking  not  for  woman  new, 
But  soul  to  soul  love,  ever  true; 
I'm  looking  for  the  girl  with  brains." 

Lady:  "That's  me,  sir." 

Gent:   "I  cannot  stand  the  maid  that  flirts, 
Whose  beauty  lies  in  gowns  and  skirts, 
I'm  looking  for  the  girl  with  brains." 

Lady:  "That's  me,  sir." 

Gent:  "Then  may  I  ask  you,  pretty  maid, 
In  compliment  so  nicely  paid, 
To  give  yourself  in  mind  and  heart, 
To  answer  with  your  pretty  part: 
That's   me,   sir." 

Lady:  "No,  thank  you,  sir,  I  must  decline 
To  call  as  lord  and  master  mine, 
The  imbecile,  the  man  who  swipes, 
Who  connoisseurs  tobacco  pipes, 
Who  fritters  time  in  folly's  play, 
In  billiards,  often  spends  a  day: 
Not  me,  sir!" 


THE  YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  PLEA. 

Isn't  it  funny,  and  isn't  it  sad, 
When  a  maid  goes  soft,  and  a  youth  goes  mad! 
Eyes  bubble  over  with  flaming  desire, 
And  the  heart  pit-a-pats  in  Cupid's  fire. 

Mothers,  be.  still,  and,  ye  fathers,  be  wise; 
Passion  assaileth  with  sonnets  and  sigh->: 
Billows  of  love  as  a  hurricane  roll, 
'Tis  a  tornado  to  swallow  the  soul. 
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Steady  and  cautious,  lest  frolic  and  fun 
Poindre  a  dagger,  or  furbish  a  gun; 
Be  not  severe  when  the  flames  are  alight, 
Do  not  extinguish  them  lest  there  be  night. 

Notice  the  blush  on  the  sweet  maiden's  cheek, 
Giving  the  secret  she  trembles  to  speak; 
Vision  the  soul  in  the  lamp  of  her  eye, 
Smiling  the  sun  in  the  middle-day  sky. 

E'en  as  with  fathers  and  mothers  afore, 
Glances  and  blushes  will  keep  stealing  o'er; 
Leave  them  alone  to  stutter  and  stare, 
Simply  advise  them  of  widows  beware. 


AN  ENGLISH  NATURE  SONG. 

How  sweet  to  roam  through  shady  lanes, 
Beneath  the  blooming  May-thorn  hedge, 

Where  ferns  in  modest  beauty  grow, 
In  surface  crack  or  narrow  ledge; 

Amid  the  loose  and  crumbling  stones, 

Away  from  city  sighs  and  moans. 

The  primroses  so  fres.h  and  fine, 

A  single  oxlip  here  and  there; 
Fresh  quivering  breezes  passing  o'er, 

Responsive  to  the  balmy  air; 
Where  interwoven  woodbine  grows, 
Companion  to  the  climbing  rose. 

Amid  the  moss  a  pretty  nest, 

So  well  concealed  and  snugly  lies, 

Two  robins,  here  their  treasure  guard, 
To  cheat  the  rude  and  prying  eyes; 

A  touch  of  Nature  fondly  taught, 

A  domicile  so  deftly  wrought. 
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The  sunshine  blue  so  kindly  smiles, 
The  soaring  larks  and  thrushes  sing; 

The  humble  bees  and  flies  in  flight, 
Pronounce  the  fashion  of  the  Spring; 

The  atmosphere  fresh  joy  distils, 

And  happiness  creation  fills. 


ECCE     DEUS. 

Creating  fiat  spake  the  Man  Divine, 
As  crystalled  water  sparkled  into  wine; 
God's  majesty  in  Jesus  Christ  appeared, 
As  Peter's  steps  upon  the  water  steered; 
When  blind  men  vainly  groping  after  sight, 
In  thrilling  touch  discovered  twofold  light; 
When  lepers  both  in  body  and  in  mind 
Left  all  their  leprosy  and  sins  behind. 

God  can  renew  him  whom  His  grace  forgives, 

As  evidenced  when  man  divinely  lives; 

To  deaf  and  dumb  and  halt  and  blind  and  lame, 

The  miracle  of  Jesus  healing  came; 

His  human  touch  divinely  touched  the  bier, 

And  dried  the  mourners'  and  the  widow's  tear; 

With  scanty  particles  of  fish  and  bread, 

The  thousand  hungered  ones  His  power  fed. 

Decay,  corrupt  and  moral  dying  strife, 

Before  His  presence  trembled  into  life; 

The  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  Man  appears, 

And  agony  Divine  finds  vent  in  tears. 

The  crystalled  dew-drops  fall  as  when  the  night 

In  waking  dawn  floods  forth  the  morning  light; 

The  Son  of  Man  is  filled  with  the  Divine, 

And  God  in  Christ  doth  all  the  Godhead  shine. 


DEATH. 

Oh  Death!  what  wilt  thou  be  to  me? 

Forbid  it  be  destructiveness; 
But  as  this  clay  to  dust  returns — 
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The  exit  into  happiness — 
My  spirit  bid  return  to  God, 

Blest  Saviour,  in  Thy  mercy  give 
The  life  and  light,  and  love  divine, 

With  Thee  immortaJly  to  live. 

When  death  my  spirit  doth  release, 

To  meet  the  Saviour  in  the  skies, 
And  prisons  all  asunder  fall 

Before  the  opening  Paradise, 
Captivity  is  captive  led, 

The  angels  bear  my  soul  away, 
My  Jesus  be  my  Sun  and  Light, 

God's  heaven  of  love,  eternal  day. 


JESUS  KNOWS. 

Our  Advocate  with  God  our  utmost  sorrow  feels, 
And  every  troubled  heart  to  Jesus'  love  appeals- 
He  knows  our  every  want,  and  hears  each  humble 

prayer, 
And  as  we,  helpless,  wait,  He  grants  His  loving  care. 

When  we  are  tempest-tossed  upon  the  waves  of  life, 
Our  Captain  takes  the  helm  to  still  the  raging  strife; 
When  we  are  sore  distressed,  in  sin  and  misery, 
And  when  we  flee  to  Him,  He  sets  the  captives  free. 

Our  Mediator  shares  our  frailty  and  our  fears; 
In  sympathy  He  pleads  His  love  with  human  tears; 
When  desolate  we  lie,  He  makes  our  caus.e  His  own, 
And  in  His  wondrous  death  doth  all  our  death  atone. 

Our  Saviour  and  our  Friend,  our  Shepherd  and  our 

King, 

To  those  who  seek,  His  love  will  full  salvation  bring. 
In  all  His  kindly  ways  each  interest  He  knows, 
-And,  as  compassion  trills,  His  loving  mercy  flows.. 
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THE  CHILDREN'S  HYMN. 

Jesus  bids  the  children  love  him, 
As  He  folds  them  to  His  arms; 

Tenderest   Divine   compassion 

Breathes  upon  them  as  if,  charms. 

Suffer  them  to  come  to  Me, 

For  My  kingdom  such  shall  be. 

Innocence  His  beauty  lighteth, 
Little  ones  that  know  no  guile; 

Moral  life  in  mercy  flameth 
Every  infant's  opening  smile. 

Inspirations  from  above, 

Tokens  of  the  Saviour's  love. 

Tenderly  the  Master  shields  them, 
As  He  draws  them  to  His  breast; 

All  His  heart  caresses  falling, 
In  their  helpless  weakness  blest. 

Angels  hold  a  special  care, 

In  their  arms  the  lambs  to  bear. 

Jesus  loves  the  little  children, 
So  He  told  them  when  on  earth; 

And  He  gives  His  choicest  treasures 
To  the  babes  of  second  birth. 

Babes  and  sucklings  called  to  raise 

Hallelujahs  to  His  praise. 


DIVINE  OMNIPOTENCE. 

Did  Jehovah  drop  His  glory, 
Space's  measurements  to  s.pan? 

All  to  compass  in  His  wisdom 
A  new  kingdomhood  of  man? 

Sons  of  men,  your  heirship  claim; 

Rise  to  heaven  in  Jesus'  name. 
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THE  MOON'S  TOTAL  ECLIPSE. 

Brisbane,  4th  August,  1905. 

Proud  earth,  why  s,eekest  thou  to  hide  the  moon? 

Thy  little  sister,  delicate  and  pale; 
As  constellations  tremble  to  attune, 

And  heaven's  hosts  assemble  to  bewail. 
Why  intercept  the  smiles  the  sun  bestows, 

To  bid  the  moon  to  silver  them  for  thee: 
In  foolish  wrath  thyself  to  interpose, 

And  for  a  moment  stay  her  minstrelsy? 

She  never  looked  more  beautiful  and  fair, 

The  full-faced  orb  arraigned  in  silvered  light; 
A  spirit  of  devotion  everywhere 

Becalmed  the  tremors  of  the  cold  still  night. 
The  Milky  Way  a  panorama  spread; 

The  Southern  Cross,  stood  out  so  sharp  and  clear; 
And  multitudes  of  stars  a  glory  shed, 

As  groups  of  stars  attended,  far  and  near. 

The  shadows  deepen,  and  the  moon  exerts, 

As  mighty  wrestler,  upward  to  arise 
Her  dignity;  nocturnal  rule  asserts, 

And  sweeps  in  majesty  the  Southern  skies. 
The  shade  grows  larger  as  the  sisters  yearn 

The  sun's  affections  to  each  other  free; 
And  to  the  zenith  all  the  strivings  turn, 

As  earth  implants  a  darkened  lunar  sea. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  moon  were  turned  to  blood; 

Her  cheeks  suffused  with  soul  of  fervid  light, 
With  circles  round  her  brow  as  if  to  flood 

A  crown  of  golden  glory  swathed  with  white. 
The  distant  sunset  with  its,  crimson  glow 

Leapt  past  the  earth  to  kiss  the  sorrowed  face; 
Love's  deeper  passions  forced  to  overflow, 

Were  there  expressed,   inimitable  grace. 
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As  circling  round  the  moon  the  shadows  crept, 

The  darkness  deepened  o'er  the  maiden's  brow, 
And  angry  passions  in  confusion  leapt; 

The  moon's  eclipse  is  total,  bid  her  bow. 
Attendant  suns  a  radiancy  play, 

And  all  the  heavens  give  a  softened  light, 
To  bid  the  earth  her  anger  cast  away, 

And  know  the  Moon,  the  Ruler  of  the  night. 

Into  the  bridal  chamber  filled  with  tears, 

The  sun  again  shines  forth  his  softer  rays; 
Even  in  the  darkness  crescent  light  appears, 

And  sunshine  o'er  the  saddened  visage  plays 
Forsaken  but  a  moment,  strength  to  try; 

Again  the  smiles  transfuse  the  sorrowed  face; 
The  tears  disperse,  and  all  the  shadows  fly. 

The  Moon  is  Conqueror,  in  conquering  grace. 


TO  THE  HUMAN  RACE:  ADVANCE. 

Advance!  advance!  to  glories  rise 
Of  softer  blue  beyond  the  skies. 
The  holy  angels  ring  the  bells; 
The  universe  the  echo  swells; 
Their  choruses  our  souls  inspire, 
In  God's  command,  to  come  up  higher. 

Advance!  advance!  nor  linger  here, 
Though  diamonds  glisten  every  tear: 
Earth's  brightest  glories  fade  away 
Before  the  Sun  of  endless  day. 
The  Great  Creator  bids  us  soar, 
Advancing  upwards,  evermore. 

Advance!   advance!  the  heights  ascend, 
The  highest  heights  our  thoughts  transcend! 
The  choruses  of  heaven  above 
Sing  forth  a  universe  of  love, 
For  God  is  calling  you  and  me, 
Eternally  His  own  to  be. 
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Advance!  advance  I  the  heavens  and  Earth 

Are  rising  into  higher  birth; 

The  universe,  with  thankful  song, 

Commands  the  praise  of  every  tongue; 

For  God  is  calling  you  and  me 

To  come  to  Him  eternally. 


TRUE  WORSHIP. 

In  the  Temple  called  to  worship — 
Temple  fashioned  without  hands — 

By  obedience  I  surrender 

To  my  gracious  King's  commands. 

Now  enlisted,  bid  me  be 

In  the  service,  Lord,  to  Thee. 

Bid  my  mind,  in  all  its  compass, 
Give  its  service  to  Thy  store, 

Till  in  fulness  of  fruition 
With  Thyself  for  evermore. 

Nevermore  from  Thee  to  part, 

I  shall  know  Thee  as.  Thou  art. 

Let  my  heart  by  grace  be  melted, 
With  Thy  life  my  being  fill, 

Breathing  blooms  of  holinesses, 
As  the  early  dews  distil, 

Till  the  fruits  Thy  triumph  raise 

Holiness  in  endless,  praise. 

Bid  my  soul  in  sunshine  glory, 
As  a  rainbow  glory,  shine, 

And,  expanding  as  it  riseth, 
Miracles  of  grace  refine, 

In  intensity  of  light 

Dwelling  with  the  Infinite. 
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A    RAMBLE    ON    THE    CORNISH    COAST. 

I  walked  along  the  rugged  coast, 
O'er  cliffs  precipitous  and  steep; 

Without  timidity  or  boast, 

Along  the  footpath  for  the  sheep. 

It  was  a  winding  narrow  line, 

Half  hidden  by  the  heath  and  ling; 

The  ozone  dropping  on  the  brine, 

From  'neath  the  covert  mountain's  wing. 

The  sea  pinks  grew  along  the  edge, 
And  rabbits  leapt  out  here  and  there: 

Too  dangerous,  to  face  the  ledge, 

Where  hawks  and  sea-fowl  stand  and  stare. 

In  depths  below  the  ocean  wild 
Is  held  a  prisoner  for  a  time — 

In  ceaseless  roar  and  unbeguiled, 
A  majesty  immense,  sublime. 

The  gentle  breezes  softly  blew, 

And  kissed  the  primroses  they  passed; 

And  in  the  early  morning  dew 

The  lady's  fingers  broke  their  fast. 

The  rarer  spleenworts  moved  their  fronds, 

Asparagus,  in  conscious  pride, 
Lay  gracefully  on  Nature's  bonds, 

Till  tourists  crushed  it  that  it  died. 

From  knoll  to  knoll  I  hastened  on, 

From  ledge  to  ledge  springing  with  care, 

And  very  nearly  trod  upon 

Rock  pipit's  nes.t  with  four  eggs  there. 

Those  days  are  passed — the  days  of  youth: 
The  solitudes  that  bound  the  sea, 

Those  vestiges  of  lasting  truth 
Can  ne'er  in  life  forgotten  be. 
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THE  DREAMER'S  DREAM. 

In  the  dead  of  night,  when  the  n.-opoke  calls, 
And  the  weird,  sad  note  of  the  plover  falls, 
And  the  lads  and  lasses  are  all  asleep, 
And  the  stars  o'erhead  so  kindly  peep — 
Then  is  the  time  for  the  dreamer  to  dream, 
Brighter  the  vision  the  higher  the  theme. 

What  will  you  dream  of? — the  wealth  or  the  power? 

The  Eden  palaces  every  hour? 

Love  overflowing  and  friendships  so  sweet, 

Every  moment  fresh  glories  to  greet? 

Hearken,  sweet  dreamer;  one  dream  is  true — 

There  is  life  everlasting  waiting  for  you. 


SUNSHINE  COLORATION. 

As  the  daisy  to  the  sunshine 
Turns  its  modest  face 

To  tint  it  red  and  white, 

So  the  Christian  in  Jesus 
Feels  the  boundless  grace. 

Ecstatic  the  delight! 

As  the  butterfly  of  beauty 
Sights  the  shining  sun, 

It  surely  spreads  its  wings; 

So  the  man  of  God,  believing, 
Knows  new  life  begun, 

And  in  gladness  sings. 

As  the  face  of  Nature  hghteth 

To  the  dawning  day 
To  vanish  forth  the  night, 
So  beneath  the  opening  heaven 

Christ's  sweet  sunbeams  play 
A  firmament  of  light. 
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THE  DIVINE  IMMANENCE. 

G<;d  M  immanent  in  Nature; 

Praises- to  His  Isame  arise; 
In  the  universe  of  matter, 

He  the  energy  supplies. 
Net  alone  in  His  command, 
But  by  His  Almighty  hand. 

In  His  physical  creations 

He  has  organised  each  form 

In  most  subtle  wondrous  wisdom, 
While  He  rides  upon  the  storm 

In  a  majesty  of  peace. 

Revelations  never  cease! 

Million  living  species  praise  Him 
As  He  holds  each  spirit's  own; 

In  the  secret  sacred  dwelling 
God  dictates  and  rules  alone. 

God  the  Son,  in  cleansing  power, 

Sacrificial  every  hour. 

Over  human  spirit  ruling, 
Seated  on  the  spirit  throne, 

Life  and  living  soul  are  furnished 
Human  Altar  to  atone, 

Every  human  soul  to  raise, 

Pure,  immortal,  to  His  praise. 

Every  one  is  free  will  agent, 

As  a  spirit,  to  excel, 
Rising,  in  obedience  rising, 

Or  electing  to  rebel. 
Each  is  given  free  will  choice, 
Guarded  by  the  warning  voice. 

Spirit  powers  rule  the  body, 
Statue  fashioned  out  of  clay, 

Temporary  habitation: 

Pilgrim  passing  on  his  way, 

Nature's,  ways  and  means  to  teach, 

Life  eternal  how  to  reach. 
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When  the  man,  in  disobedience, 
Sins  again  and  o'er  and  o'er, 

Then  the  evil,  death  commingles, 
Till  the  poisoned  life-stream  store 

Steals  away  the  vital  breath, 

Drops  corruption  into  death. 

God  the  Son,  in  love  and  justice, 
Gives  each  babe  the  living  soul, 

And  His  own  gift,  life-stream  poureth, 
To  create  the  spirit  whole. 

Those  who  make  life  null  and  Void 

Will,  in  justice,  be  destroyed. 


THE  PLANET  VENUS. 

Venus,  bright  and  morning  star, 
Riseth  as.  a  silvered  sun, 

Heralding  from  realms  afar 
Welcome  to  the  day  begun: 

In  a  fervour  of  desires 

Passioning  the  vestal  fires. 

Planet  beautiful  and  fair, 
Sentry  watching  in  the  East, 

Object  of  the  royal  care, 
Brilliancy  of  rays  increased; 

Silvered  is  thy  mirrored  face, 

In  resplendent  light  and  grace. 

Venus,  of  the  planets  all, 

Brightest  disc  of  glory  shines; 

Gracefully  her  light  robes  fall, 
As  her  orbit  she  defines, 

In  the  sun's  entrancing  bliss, 

In  the  firmament  abyss. 
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AN  AUSTRALIAN  MORNING. 

(An  Ode.) 

Those  wonderful  Australian  skies, 

Where,  from  the  east,  the  breaking  dawn, 
Bursts  floods  of  light  to  shining  morn, 

To  bid  the  growing  day  arise. 

From  mountain  crests  the  moving  mist, 
Declares  the  struggle  of  the  earth: 
Her  sleepers  waking  into  mirth, 

Their  love  smiles  beaming  as  they  list. 

The  shades  around  the  valleys  play; 
The  chills  of  night  more  slowly  creep, 
As  rouses  forth  the  earth  from  sleep, 

To  breathe  a  welcome  to  the  day. 

The  cold  grey  damp  and  fleecy  clcuuds 
Are  shifting  as  they  bid  adieu; 
Condensing  into  sparkling  dew, 

As  diamonds  dropping  from  the  shrouds.. 

The  pretty  flowers  new  beauties  grace, 
The  birds  refreshed  are  on  the  wing; 
The  insect  hosts  their  sonnets  sing, 

And  nature  lends  a  smiling  face. 

The  morning  bears  aloft  her  song,, 
Until  the  zenith  midday  sun, 
A  happy  rest  of  joy  hath  won, 

To  strengthen  earth's  career  along. 

When  warning  note  the  curfew  sounds, 
The  glories  gather  in  the  west, 
To  bid  the  earth  repose  and  rest, 

While  glad'ning  eventide  abounds. 

As  to  the  eastward's  closing  eyes, 
The  sun  arrayed  in  purple  gold, 
In  light  robes  doth  himself  enfold, 

Those  wonderful  Australian  skies. 
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PRAYER  TO  THE  REDEEMER. 

Divine  Redeemer,  I  have  need  of  Thee, 

For  Thou  art  all  my  Hope; 
Thou  are  my  Resurrection  and  my  life — 

In  mercy  raise  me  up; 
Upon  the  Altar  of  the  sacred  fire, 
My  living  soul  inspire. 

My  Mediator  in  the  heaven  above, 

Not  mine,  but  Thine  the  plea, 
Thy  perfect  righteousness  to  ever  plead, 

That  Thine  as  mine  may  be, 
Upon  the  living  Altar  all  aflame,  , 

The  merits  of  Thy  Name. 

My  Great  High  Priest,  Who  hast  atonement  made, 

To  wash  away  my  sin, 
Bid  me,  as  priest,  to  offer  up  myeslf, 

Thy  Offering  to  win, 
Until  the  life-stream,  in  unceasing  flow, 
Shall  make  me  white  as  snow. 

Gome,  Holy  Spirit,  Minister  of  grace, 

Renew  my  every  part; 
With  living  flame  from  off  the  Altar  touch 

The  altar  of  my  heart. 

Each  moment  breathe  on  me  the  living  soul, 
hi  Christ  the  perfect  whole. 


SPIRITUAL  HARMONIES. 

"Man  unto  God,"  is  God's  most  gracious  will, 

"Man  unto  God,"  the  harmonies  fulfil; 

But  when  from  God  the  sinner  flies,  apace, 

He  tries  exceedingly  the  saving  grace; 

And  as  he  rushes  into  tempest  whirls, 

In  suicidal  plunge  destruction  hurls, 

His  dying  body  and  his  spirit  soul, 

The  man  gives  to  the  evil  one  the  whole. 
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BELIEVING  PRAYER. 


When  in  the  busy  whirls  of  toil  I  sink, 

And  for  a  time  forget 
Thy  presence,  Lord,  in  love  remember  me 

With  mercy  overset: 

My  Saviour's  righteousness  in  justice  own, 
I  ask  in  Him  alone. 


When  from  the  fold,  with  heedless  steps,  I  tread, 

And  tempted  and  decoyed, 
Forsake  me  not,  or,  lost,  I  surely  shall 

Be  utterly  destroyed. 
I  plead  Thy  gracious  Sacrificial  breath 
To  rescue  me  from  death. 


When  in  Thy  service  every  work  I  do 

In  weakness  cometh  short, 
II  is  the  life  and  light  of  Christ  I  plead, 

By  faith  and  effort  wrought — 
The  stream  to  vitalise  my  works  with  love, 
The  unction  from  above. 


Thou  art  the  Sun  to  fructify  the  fruit, 

And  all  my  being  light, 
The  evening  and  the  morning  of  the  day, 

My  Guiding  Star  by  night; 
My  springs,  oh  God,  are  all  in  Christ,  in  Thee, 
In  love  to  perfect  me. 


Each  moment  breathe  on  me  the  vital  breath, 

Create  the  living  soul, 
Thy  light  to  purify  and  quicken  me, 

Until  the  unctioned  whole; 

The  priceless  gem  of  crystalled  sunbeams  shine, 
The  radiancy  divine. 
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THE  SPIRITUAL  EMOTIONS. 

Those  wonderful  emotions  that  tremble  into  birth 
Are  God's  constraining  zephyrs  to  peace,  good  will 

on  Earth ; 

The  breath  of  life  that  floweth  into  the  human  heart, 
The  mystical  affection  of  part  and  counterpart. 

The  soul  in  Christ  God  giveth  to  every  child  of  man, 
The  moral   life-stream  breathing  in  every  human 

span; 

In  happiness  increasing,  the  love  emotions  flow, 
Refining  as  they  deepen  a  purity,  as  snow. 

The  rhapsodied  emotions  that  melt  the  human  soul 
Are  the  refining  factors  that  make  the  ego  whole; 
The  Holy  Spirit  lighteth  the  purifying  flame 
That  on  the  altar  burneth  away  all  sin  and  shame. 


TIME  IS  FLEETING. 

No  time  to  waste,  no  time  to  spare; 

The  fleeting  hours  are  rushing  by. 
The  moments,  as  they  pass,  declare: 

Be  ready  for  the  midnight  cry. 
Life's  energies  so  soon  are  gone, 
And  then  the  journey  moveth  on. 

A  time  to  work,  a  time  to  play, 
A  time  to  wake,  a  time  to  sleep, 

Dividing  into  night  and  day, 

A  tour  on  Earth,  and  then  a  leap 

Into  the  vast  eternity, 

As  angel  saint,  or  fiend  to  be. 

My  destiny  is  in  my  hands; 

I  must  elect  to  live  or  die; 
My  conduct  all  my  course  commands — 

The  present  broods  the  by  and  bye. 
Death  to  his  sons  Apollyon  gives; 
The  child  of  God  in  Jesus  lives. 
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THE  VOLCANO:  The  Quarries,  Toowoomba. 


Columnar  basalt  forms  the  mountain  side, 
Expanding  far  away  between  the  hills, 

The  bounding  headland  of  the  valley  deep, 
From  weathered  face  precipitous,  and  steep: 

A  mighty  sentinel  from  hoary  age, 

A  pageantry  of  royal  equipage. 


Volcanic  fires  in  ancient  days  had  burned, 

Through  narrow  crater  cleaved  the  rocks  apace. 

Two  rents  remain  with  molten  matter  filled, 
The  one  solidified,  its  course  to  trace; 

The  cooling  matter,  as  it  slowly  cooled, 

The  second  decomposed,  as  Nature  ruled. 


On  either  side  the  chimney  rent  apart, 

The  rocks,  all  twisted  and  contorted,  rolled, 

To  future  years  to  leave  the  evidence 

Of  struggling  forces  in  those  days  of  old — 

The  doings  of  the  wonderful  campaign, 

When  valleys  sank  and  mountains  rent  in  twain. 


The  sylvan  beauties  form  an  Eden  here; 

The  woodland  copse  luxurious  and  free, 
Marsupials  speak  the  ages  of  the  pas.t, 

The  flying  squirrels  in  the  scrubland  tree, 
The  birds  and  butterflies  with  colours  won, 

In  swift  attendance  on  the  rising  sun. 


The  valley  sweeps  away  in  graceful  curve, 
Expanding,  twisting  as  it  downward  creeps., 

The  beauty  of  the  landscape  to  declare; 
It  spreads  its  bed,  and  in  the  ranges  sleeps. 

A  soul  of  glory  passions  forth  the  scene, 

To  tell  the  present  what  the  past  has  been. 


JESUS,  GOD-MAN. 

As  on  the  Earth  our  Saviour  walked, 

Love's  sacred  footsteps  trod; 
Diviner  precepts  Jesus  talked, 

And  manifested  God. 
This  Star  of  Glory  gleaming  bright, 

Heaven  from  heaven  appeared, 
A  radiancy  of  Living  Light, 

Wherever  Jesus  neared. 

Around  about  His  pathway  shone 

The  beams  of  sacred  bliss; 
The  Sun  Divine  was  shining  on 

Our  Earth  with  mercy's  kiss.. 
In  trilling  waves  beneficence, 

Beneficence  of  grace, 
The  power  of  God's  omnipotence, 

Outbeamed  the  Human  face. 

A  peaceful,  gentle  halo  spread, 

Nature's  emotions  welled, 
And  Paradise  on  Earth  was  shed, 

For  Earth  by  love  was  held. 
The  holiness  of  God  flamed  forth 

In  His  Redeemer  Son, 
Infinitude  of  moral  worth, 

Lost  man's  Redemption  won. 


SPREAD  THE  LIGHT. 

As  we  watch  the  lovely  flowers., 
All  arrayed  in  colours  bright, 

They  appear  to  whisper  to  us, 
As  we  marvel  at  the  sight, 
"Spread  the  light;  spread  the  light." 
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THE  STORM  AT  SEA:  s.s.  Otway,  February  20,  1910. 


Amid  the  storm  that  washed  the  deck, 

The  sailors  creep  and  crawl; 
The  winds  that  left  the  hither  wreck, 

Against  this  fortress  fall; 
The  sea  rides  in  majestic  roll, 

As  giant  to  devour, 
Delivering  its  oversoul 

To  struggle  of  the  hour. 


The  passengers  'mid  rugs  recline, 

And  pray  the  restless  waves 
To  calm  the  agitated  brine, 

And  make  the  winds  their  slaves. 
The  waves  throw  back  their  whitest  foam, 

To  crown  triumphant  seas, 
While  finney  tribes  beneath  them  roam, 

Protected  from  the  breeze. 


The  ocean  tides  in  volumes  leap, 

Or  sough  before  the  storm; 
Fresh  billows  onward  pressure  sweep, 

In  ever-changing  form. 
As  mists,  the  vapour  clouds  ascend, 

Like  steam  condensing  spray, 
As  fairy  dancing  mermaids  bend, 

Their  beauties  to  display. 


The  battle  rages  fierce  and  long, 
The  quivering  vessel  rides; 

The  speed  to  half,  she  sounds  the  gong- 
Her  prowess  still  abides. 

The  wearied  sea  gives  truce  to  rest, 
For  peace  the  tempest  sighs, 

And  as  the  ocean  s.oothes  her  breast, 
The  angry  fury  dies. 


Shall   we   know   each    other   yonder? 

When  we  reach  the  other  side; 
When,  beneath  the  crashing  thunder, 

All  the  wicked  are  destroyed; 
When  arrayed  before   His   throne, 
Shall  be  know  as  we  are  known? 


As  the  Saviour  shines  the  glory 
Of  His  vast  effulgence  won, 

All  His  universe  immortal 
Shall  behold  the  Living  Sun; 

For  His  kingdom  shall  arise, 

One  eternal  Paradise. 


Millions  perfected  in  Jesus, 

Wearing  robes  of  spotless  white, 

By  His  grace  and  mercy  shining 
In  His  own  effulgent  light, 

Hence  eternally  His  own — 

Then  shall  know  as  they  are  known. 


SOUL  UNCTION. 


My  soul  can  never  burn 

On  food  from  human  store, 
On  heathenish  mythology, 

And  empty  husks  galore; 
It  needs  a  deeper  breath, 

The  breath  of  life  to  bring, 
The  inspirations  from  above, 

To  teach  me  how  to  sing. 
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A  WISE  PRAYER. 

Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  be 

A  sovereign  spirit  on  my  throne; 
But  aid  me  to  restore  to  Thee 

The  Sovereignty  thy  righteous  own. 
Now  guide  with  Thine  all-seeing  eye, 

My  path-line  through  this  troubled  sea, 
With  Thee  to  live,  with  Thee  to  die, 

To  rise  to  immortality. 


CREATION  HYMN. 

Pavilioned  in  splendour,  enblazoned  in  light, 

His  glory  proclaimeth  the  One  Infinite; 

His  pathway  announces  each  footprint  a  sun, 

With  energy  thrilling,  each  aeon  to  run; 

There  flames  from  His  impress  a  luminous  light, 

The  ages  to  blazen,  exceedingly  bright. 

The  nebulae  rise  into  lightnings,  as 
They  witness  in  silence  the  Conqueror  pass; 
To  herald  His  praises  the  comets,  as  cars, 
Are  wafting  His  glory  through  strata  of  stars; 
Fresh  beauty  of  sunshine  each  motion  defines, 
As  each  stellar  sys.tem  His  Majesty  shines. 

Each  universe  island  in  cycle  aflame, 

Round  universe  island,  His  praises  acclaim; 

Their  uttermost  efforts  are  only  vain  show, 

As  shadows  receding  His  glory  to  know. 

As  sun-stars,  His  angels  from  heaven,  His  place, 

In  majesty  shine  the  light  of  His  face. 

But  mystery  greater  there  burns  in  His  breast — 
A  heart-bursting  passion  in  fervour  of  zest, 
Impelling  Him  onward,  the  Lamb  to  the  Death, 
To  flood  from  the  fountain  the  life-giving  breath. 
The  lost  human  race,  by  death  to  atone, 
This  trophy  to  raise,  the  delight  of  His  throne. 
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THE  MISTLETOE  SYMBOL. 

in  Australia  there  are  several  species  of  mistle- 
toe. In  the  ancient  world  the  mistletoe  was  the 
symbol  of  love  and  confidences.  It  was  the  token  of 
rejoicing  in  the  Yuletide. 

'Tis  the  language  of  confession, 

Rapturing  to  higher  bliss, 
As  the  two,  in  love's  concession, 

Silently  divine  the  kiss. 

Speaks  the  trilling  breath  of  passion, 

Quivering  the  notes  of  love, 
In  the  sweetest  human  fashion, 

Breath  of  heaven  from  above. 

Kisses  are  the  signs  and  token 

That  the  soul,  and  heart,  and  mind, 

Breathing  messages  unspoken, 
Raptures  of  expression  firid. 

Why  should  kisses  e'er  descend  to 

Empty  form  or  covert  ill? 
Such  deceptions  never  tend  to 

Happiness  and  love's  good  will. 

Sacred  emblem,  pure  and  holy, 
Let  us  ne'er  insult  thy  throne; 

But  in  truth  and  friendship  s,olely 
Know  the  kiss  divinely  shown. 


THE    TRICKS    OF    THE    TRADE. 

Woman  may  scout,  and  woman  may  jabber, 
Man  plays  around,  as  she  asks  him  to  have  her; 
Deftly  she  smiles,  and  cleverly  pleads, 
Not  by  her  words,  but  by  cunning  wrought  deeds,; 
Till  at  the  last,  while  the  old  maids  sigh, 
The  twain  go  as  one  for  the.  parson  to  tie. 
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GETHSEMANE. 


Gethsemane,  the  garden  fair, 

Where  Jesus  prayed, 
What  mighty  forces  wrestled  there, 

In  struggle  swayed! 
The  Easter  moon,  in  sombre  white, 

Her  soft  beams  played; 
The  deepest  shadows  caught  the  light, 

In  grief  dismayed. 


A  solemn  stillness  reigned  around. 

Unuttered  groans, 
The  Master,  as  a  servant,  found, 

The  God-Man  moans. 
The  blood  drops  falling  on  the  ground 

From  every  pore; 
His  burdened  sighs  in  silence  sound 

For  evermore. 


The  struggle  overwhelming  great, 

God's  will,  not  Mine. 
Will  He,  in  yearning  love,  await 

God's  vast  design? 
The  hosts  of  hell  in  chains  are  cast 

By  strength  Divine; 
The  Conqueror  has,  triumphant,  passed 

In  God's  own  sign. 


This  was  the  bleeding  Paschal  Lamb, 

To  slaughter  led; 
"The  Father's  Infinite  I  am," 

Himself  had  said. 
He  wills  man's  Sacrifice  to  be 

His  life-blood  shed, 
To  raise  to  immortality 

The  human  dead. 
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HYMN    OF    CHEER. 

Fresh  courage  take,  ye  timorous  soul, 
Though  lightnings  flash  and  thunders  roll; 
Though  hurricanes  and  tempests  roar, 
And  elements  their  phials  pour. 

Christ  Jesus  reigns;  be  not  afraid, 
But  let  your  trust  on  Him  be  stayed; 
No  harm  can  hurt  those  who  believe, 
The  life-stream  in  the  soul  receive. 

Fear  not,  affrighted  one,  but  raise 
Your  timorous  heart  in  joyous  praise; 
The  life-stream  rolls,  its  flood  along, 
And  fills  the  happy  soul  with  song. 

Arise,  be  strong;  the  battle  cries 
Appeal  to  everyone  to  rise, 
As  prayer  and  praise  your  triumphs  swell, 
To  all  the  world  salvation  tell. 

Salvation,  cleansing,  iull  and  free, 
In  Christ,  God's  holy  liberty; 
Arise  and  shine,  your  light  to  show, 
To  bid  the  world  like  blessing  know. 


THE    WEDDING    BOUQUET. 

Flowers  are  the  smiles  of  Nature, 

Joys  that  move  the  soul, 
Crjrstals  of  the  sunshine  splendour, 

Caught  as  light  waves  roll. 
Beautiful  the  blossoms,  sparkle, 

Colours  bright  and  rare, 
Some  more  gaudy,  some  more  brilliant, 

Others   softly  fair. 
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When  of  love  the  lover  dreameth, 

Breathes  the  sweet  perfume; 
As  the  deep  impassioned  feelings 

Blushing  tints  assume. 
Roses-  are  so  very  lovely, 

Kissed  by  morning  dew, 
As  they  give  their  scented  breathings 

To  the  cloudless  blue. 

But  the  lilies  of  the  valley, 

As  their  graces  flow, 
In  a  delicate  surrender, 

Spotless  as  the  snow, 
Speak  a  soul  love  mos.t  bewitching, 

Happiness  betide: 
With  the  orange  bloom  inviting 

Honour  for  the  bride. 


AUSTRALIAN    GAMBLING. 

Every  sweep  in  the  Melbourne  Cup 
Runs  the  devil's  figures  up; 
Each  fresh  wager's  cunning  theft 
Leaves  its  prey  of  brain  bereft; 
Every  coin  thus  basely  won 
Is  a  deed  of  darkness  done. 

Gall  a  man  a  citizen 
Who  but  keeps  a  robber's  den! 
Can  the  thief  as  brother  feel 
While  he  lays  his  plots  to  steal? 
As  he  drops  from  man's  estate, 
Can  he  e'er  be  true  or  great? 

Alcohol  the  body  kills, 
And  with  filth  tobacco  fills; 
Nerves  and  brains  corrupting  lie, 
As  these  drugs  the  fools  apply; 
But  the  gambling  kills  the  soul, 
While  the  death-knells  weirdly  toll. 


159 
THE    OMEGA     CENTAURI     STAR. 

rhe  Omega  Centauri  star, 
Enquirers  ask  you  what  jou  are; 
In  magnitude  the  fourth  degree 
The  telescope  finds  it  to  be. 
Two-thirds  the  size  earth's  moon  at  full, 
Before  she  wanes  in  rest  to  lull; 
Well  nigh  ten  thousand  stars  appear, 
Adornments  to  this  single  sphere; 
These  as  a  lacework  intertwine, 
As  gems  around  the  star  to  shine; 
A  very  majesty  of  light, 
Incomprehensibly  bright. 

Is  this  a  miracle  we  see? 

Or  messenger  to  you  and  me? 

A  message  writ  upon  the  sky, 

A  summons  to  the  rest  on  high, 

A  call  to  human  love  to  shine. 

The  fruits  of  life  and  love  divine? 

Each  rescued  soul  on  flooded  wave, 

Caught  up  in  God's  own  power  to  save, 

Is  set  a  gem  immortal  bright, 

To  flame  the  victor's  crown  with  light. 


SECRET   OF   GOOD   GOVERNMENT. 

Empty  yourselves,  ye  citizens, 

Of  all  conceit  and  pride; 
The  beggars  placed  on  horses'  backs, 

Assuredly  must  ride, 
But  when  they  get  the  upper  hand, 

Look  out  for  the  command, 
The  government  to  tyranny 

Will  certainly  expand. 
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A    BIRTHDAY    ODE. 

(Dedicated  for  12th  February.) 

Birthdays  seem  to  say, 

As  they  pass  away 
Like  a  sunbeam  ray, 

"Life  is  but  a  play." 

All  the  strokes  of  Time 

Cheerily  may  chime: 
But  good  deeds  sublime 

Greater  rhythms  rhyme. 

All  earth's  rivers  pour 

To  the  ocean  store, 
But  the  mind  must  soar 

To  the  evermore. 

As  our  thought  waves   fly, 
Deeds  must  live  or  die; 

Those  that  lowly  lie, 
Blossom  to  the  sky. 

Dying  embers  fade, 

As  dissolving  shade; 
But  the  passions  played 

Mark  our  future  made. 

Growth  below  begun, 

Is  life  service  won; 
But  the  Living  Sun 

Perfects  the  "Well  done." 

Beams,  of  softest  light 
Pierce  the  breaking  night; 

Till  our  strengthened  sight 
Sees  the  Infinite. 
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AUSTRALIAN    NATIONAL    SONQ. 


Arise,  Australia,  rise, 

With  British  flag  unfurled; 
Proclaim  our  Paradise, 

A  welcome  to  the  world. 
Our  citizens  invite, 

All  peoples,  noble,  free, 
True  workers  who  delight 

To  share  our  liberty. 


The  Fatherhood  of  God, 

The  brotherhood  of  men, 
Proclaims  o'er  earth  abroad, 

A  national  amen. 
With  wattle  woven  crowns, 

Bid  friendship  wreath  our  brows, 
And  fertile  rolling  downs 

Acclaim  our  honest  vows. 


As  Britons,  bold  and  strong, 

And  loyal  to  the  throne, 
Our  watchword  and  our  song, 

"For  God  and  flag  alone." 
With  us  renew  our  youth, 

To  ills  ne'er  condescend, 
But  righteousness  and  truth 

Eternally  defend. 


Arise,  Australia,  rise, 

Run  up  the  flag  unfurled, 
The  British  Paradise 

Gives  welcome  to  the  world, 
As  citizens,  to  share 

The  burden  and  the  fight, 
In  peace  pursuits  to  bear 

The  victory  of  right. 
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CHEER  FOR  THE  FAINTING  WARRIOR. 

Letting  the  shadows  gather 
Will  obscure  the  sunshine  day; 

Bidding  rebellion  deepen, 
And  forgetting  how  to  pray, 

Must  intensify  the  gloom 

To  become  a  living  tomb. 

See,  the  God-Man  looks  with  sorrow 
From  His  firmament  of  blue, 

Shining  forth  the  Sun  of  Glory, 
With  salvation's  light  for  you. 

Life  for  all  His  life  has  won, 

Your  election  has  begun. 

Sick  one,  now  accept  the  blessing, 
Bathing  in  the  silvered  light; 

Courage,  rise,  and  do  your  duty, 
Put  your  enemies  to  flight; 

All  the  clouds  shall  flee  away, 

Lost  in  light  of  sunshine  day. 


THE   WATERS   OF    LIFE. 

(Isaiah  Iv.  1.) 

We  are  God's  debtors,  but  never  can  pay; 

Our  gratitude  only  He  asks; 
Life  is  a  gift,  not  a  gamble  to  play 

In  subtle  and  treacherous  tasks. 

Life  is  the  gift  the  Omnipotent  gives, 

Nor  dealt  by  a  measure  or  span; 
The  power  Divine  within  us  that  lives, 

The  wonderful  life-soul  of  man. 

We  ask,  and  we  have  from  the  ocean  supplies 

A  river  of  infinite  love; 
Its  life-giving  waters  gladden  our  eyes, 

And  flood  to  the  heaven  above. 
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When  weakness  assails,  this  life-stream  inspires, 

And  filleth  the  spirit  with  bliss; 
The  God-Man  is  cleansing  the  hallowing  fires, 

And  peace  and  righteousness  kiss. 


O  come  to  the  waters,  and  who  is  athirst 

Is  freely  invited  to  come; 
The  weakest  and  vilest,  the  lowest  and  worst, 

For  all  there  is  plenty  of  room. 

The  life-giving  volume  floods  from  the  throne, 
To   finish   all   sorrow  and   strife; 

The  glory  of  manhood  Christ  Jesus  alone, 
The  fountain  of  infinite  life. 


FAITH, 


True  faith  is  the  trust  of  the  dying  s,oul, 

And  which  to  the  horns  of  the  altar  holds, 
As  it  feels  the  living  vibrations  roll, 

And  more  tightly  grasps  the  grip  it  enfolds; 
In  the  conscious  trust  the  Oblation  sees, 

In  the  Lamb  from  the  world's  foundation  slain, 
The  life-stream  that  cleanses  iniquities, 

And  drinks  of  the  stream,  but  never  in  vain. 

This  the  faith  that  gives  the  sure  hope  that  knows 

The   unctioned   life-s«tream   that   flows   from  the 

throne; 
The  manifest  truth  that  the  fountain  shows, 

The  cleansing  river  that  pours  to  atone; 
Justice  beholdeth  the  one  sacrifice, 

The  Paschal  Lamb  bleeding,  God's  only  Son, 
And  as  in  Christ's  death  the  sinner,  too,  dies; 

The  spirit  life  fills:  redemption  is  won. 
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THE    BATTLE    OF    THE    NILE. 

Aboukir's  Bay  hath  dangerous  sands  and  shoals, 
O'er  which  the  sea  its  tides  and  wavelets  rolls, 
Where  Nelson  brought  by  magic  of  his  fame 
The  boasting  Frenchman  to  a  sense  of  shame; 
The  British  ships,  in  dauntless  courage  ran, 
The  proffered  gauntlet  offered  them  to  span; 
The  darkness  fell,  the  Frenchmen  had  surveyed, 
And  in  the  safest  paths,  their  ships  were  laid. 

The  unctioned  Nelson  caught  his  prey  at  last, 
Though  stranger  to  the  Bay  and  dangers  cast; 
In  mystic  workings  as  his  eyes  he  strains, 
He  solves  the  problem  by  his.  active  brains. 
Go,  follow  on  the  channels  where  they  crept, 
Along  their  lines,  close  keeping  as  they  kept; 
Send  shot  and  shell  announcing  your  advance, 
And  finish  them  with  flames  and  seamen's  lance. 

The  British  fought  as  only  British  can; 

In  the  confusion,  blood  in  currents  ran; 

Ship  after  ship  was  stranded  on  the  shoals, 

And  mingled  with  the  seas  the  life  blood  rolls. 

The  ship  Bellerophon,  in  fierce  desire, 

In  wreckage  flamed,  the  Orient  on  fire, 

As  fierce  explosions  blew  the  Frenchmen  in  the  air, 

The  British  flag  was  floating  everywhere. 


A  CALM  SUNSET  AT  SEA. 

(Indian  Ocean,  March  14,  1910.) 

The  ocean  seemed  a  placid  inland  lake, 

Horizon's  scattered  clouds  a  landscape  shore, 
The  shadows  of  the  sunset  seemed  to  make 

Prisms  of  blue  in  graceful  passes  o'er; 
In  wondrous  symmetry,  the  colour  shades  arise 
On  ocean's  face,  a  perfect  sunlit  skies, 
As  Eden  might  have  been,  a  Paradise. 
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OPPOSITE   CORSICA. 

(February  25,  1910.) 

The  sunshine  gleams;  the  clouds  suffus* 

The  radiance  to  eschew, 
With  prism'd  rays  of  dazzling  light, 

The  ocean's  greenish  blue. 
The  placid  waves  the  zephyrs  breathe, 

The  soul  respiring  air; 
The  ripples  as  the  fairies  dance, 

Their  graces  everywhere. 

The  trembling  wavelets  scarcely  tell 

The  tactics  of  the  league, 
As  vapours  rise  to  catch  the  light, 

and  gushingly  intrigue; 
The  sun  from  ocean  asks  for  smiles, 

The  wavelets  answer,  nay; 
The  mermaids  for  ablutions  will 

A  period  of  delay. 

The  mists  ascend  and  congregate, 

In  martialled  ranks  arrayed; 
As  mountain  tors  in  Alpine  Range, 

In  columns  strong  are  laid; 
The  summits  crowned  and  lighted  up, 

Their  crests  as  frozen  snow; 
The  lights  and  shades  revealing  how 

The  water  currents  flow. 


The  sun  springs  forth  a  fresh  design, 

The  Alpine  breezes  rise, 
The  ranks  and  columns  of  the  mists, 

Encircle  clearing  skies. 
The  queen  defeated,  sues  for  peace, 

The  sun  his  love  beguiles, 
And  as  the  scattered  rain-clouds  fly, 

The  ocean  once  more  smiles. 
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CALVARY. 

As  I  learn  the  wondrous  story, 

In  the  wisdom  of  the  Gross, 
Suddenly  the  light  that  shineth 

Manifests  my  goodness,  dross. 
Utterly  undone  and  dying, 

I  receive  His  life  stream  flow, 
And  a  living  resurrection 

Is  the  truth   I  surely  know. 

Chorus.. 

"Tis  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 
Life  stream  flowing  full  and  free, 

In  its  own  immortal  vigour, 
Washes  me. 

Calvary  is  not  a  fable, 

Love  is  not  an  idle  dream, 
Bursting  from  infinite  fountain, 

Flows  the  living,  healing  stream; 
It  destroyeth  all  corruption, 

Washes  evil  all  away, 
'Stablishes  a  new  creation, 

Turns  the  darkness  into  day. 

All  the  living  world's  pulsations 

Are    inherited    from    this; 
And  the  blest  accumulations 

Work  an  ecstacy  of  bliss; 
Moral  verdure  in  fruition 

Maketh  character  to  shine, 
Till,  in  Christ,  the  life  immortal 

Fills  the  human  and  divine. 
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CEYLON. 

Ceylon,  fair  island  of  the  spicey  breeze, 

Where  stately  palms  their  waving  branches  bear, 

And  scented  laden  blossoms  on  the  trees 

Suffuse  their  odours  through  the  languid  air; 

Where  choice  aromas,  honey  dews  distil, 

And  light  and  beauty  all  the  landscapes  fill. 

How  glorious  are  thy  birds  and  butterflies, 
As  India  and  Australia  lend  a  share, 

Arboreal  blossoms  turning  to  the  skies, 
Suspended  in  profusion  everywhere. 

The  mountains  with  their  valleys  thrown  between, 

The  rivers  and  the  lakes  that  grace  the  scene. 

The  tea  plant  gardens  nestle  on  the  hills, 

Along  the  slopes  the  well-kept  bushes  grow, 

Their  virgin  leaves  the  sweet  aroma  fills, 
As  on  the  whitest  blooms,  the  breezes  blow, 

Where  in  the  past  by  Nature's  instincts  taught, 

The  elephants  assembled  to  consort. 

Upon  the  highest  mount,  eight  thousand  feet, 
Can  language  fashion  words  to  picture  true; 

Where  gaudy  parrots  chatter  as  they  greet, 
The  overwhelming  glories  of  the  view. 

As  breathes  the  cinnamon  its  spicey  breath, 
Is  this  the  land  of  Paradise  or  death? 


THE    CAVERN    ABYSS. 

Down  on  the  rock-girt  guardian  coast, 

Precipitous  and  steep; 
The  ocean  trembling  to  its  host, 

Assailed  the  rocks  asleep; 
Embraced  their  contour  with  its  arms, 

And  kissed  and  hugged  the  time-worn  charms; 
Closest  in  the  roughest  weather, 
These  two  strove  together. 
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In  love  or  fight  their  sonnets  sung, 
The  rocks  the  waves  receive; 

As  monuments  of  wooing  flung, 
To  make  the  heart  believe. 

In  majesty  of  flowing  grace, 

The  wooing  rivals  held  their  place; 

In  the  sunshine  sweet  endeavour 

True  love  lives  for  ever. 

Into  the  stony  heart  of  rock 
The  ocean  forced  its  way; 

Repeated  coquetry  and  shock, 
The  hearts  in  loving  play; 

The  poets  whisper  ocean's  caves, 
But  dreamers  sdgh  for  tidal  waves: 

The  ocean's  poetry  that  pours, 

The  never-ceasing  roars. 

The  human  heart  is  wild  abyss, 
Its  tempests  fierce  and  strong, 

Where  providences  claim  to  kiss, 
And  sing  the  evensong; 

Until  the  love  that  morning  sighed, 
Resistless  rolls  to  eventide, 

In  everlasting  ceaseless  roar, 

Its  service  evermore. 


THE   MUDLARK. 

Pin-oou  whee,  pin-oou-whee,  the  mudlark  calls., 

So  early  in  the  morning; 
Pin-oou-whee,  pin-oou-whee,  the  cadence  falls, 

To  waking  and  adorning. 
Pee-whee,  pee-whee,  the  lullaby, 

As  work  succeeds  to  pleasure; 
Pee-whee,  pee-whee,  the  calling  cry, 

The   food   supply  to   treasure; 
Pee-whee,  pee-whee,  the  whole  day  long, 

The  pretty  mudlark's,  thankful  song. 
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AUSTRALIAN   SKIES. 


The  beautiful  blue  Australian  sky 

Is  brightest  on  the  earth; 
Where  Queensland  holds,  the  zenith  high, 

In  songs  of  royal  birth; 
No  words  can  paint  the  ether  dew, 
The  light  rays  of  this  matchless  blue. 


Oreat  Britain  of  old,  in  the  weight  of  years, 

Arrays  herself  in  grey, 
As  leaden  skies  in  vale  of  tears, 

Her  mists'  and  sorrows  play; 
Her  touches  of  sunshine  milky  blue, 
With  chills  and  shadows  crowding  through. 

The  Italian  heavens  hold  subtle  charm, 

Inspiring  works  of  art; 
But  the  Austral  breezes  hold  the  balm, 

The  music  of  the  heart; 
As  painters  and  sculptors  hurry  on, 
A  peculiar  mellowness  of  song. 


In  the  tropics  a  glorious  butterfly, 
The  kings  with  purple  spot, 

And  the  queens  in  a  matchless  symmetry 
Of  colours  rivalled  not; 

E'en  Asia's  hordes,  cannot  compare, 

The  Australs  are  supremely  fair. 


Arise,  Australians,  to  duty  rise, 

The  inspirations  call; 
"Mid  guarding  care  of  sunny  skiea, 

A  nation,  one  and  all; 
To  workmanship  and  liberties, 
The  glory  of  the  southern  seas. 
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ULLSWATER  LAKE,   CUMBERLAND,    ENGLAND. 

The  Fells  upon  the  mountains,  martially  arrayed, 
To  guard  the  margin  of  the  lake  in  circuit  stayed 
Confusion  weird  and  mighty,  yet  supremely  grand 
Where  boulders  standing  out  appear  on  nought  to 

stand; 
The  summits  bare  and  brown,  rough  hewn  on  every 

side, 

Where  stunted  bushy  trees  within  the  glades  abice. 
The  rockg.  upon  their  ends,  fantastically  hurled, 
Reveal  a  glorious  picture  to  the  sight  unfurled 
Within  the  nooks  and  crannies  tiny  bushes  grov, 
And  in  their  shades  the  parsley  ferns  their  beaities 

show; 

The  hills  are  linked  together  as  a  basin's  r:m, 
To  hold  the  lake  in  bondage  to  the  water  brim; 
Some  of  the  Fells  are  fallen,  thrown  upon  their  face, 
While  some  in  broken  crags  essay  their  strength  to 

trace; 

Some  well-worn  pieces  rest  to  guerdon  grassy  plots, 
And  here  and  there  as  sloping  meadows,  charming 

spots. 

The  fairy  chains  encircle  many  a  glade  and  dell, 
Where  cones  in  beauty  rounded,  faithful  service  tell. 
In  graceful  curves  the  bounding  tors  with  grandeur 

sweep, 

The  Palace  of  the  Lake,  from  age  to  age  to  keep; 
Where   Bothwell   throws    its   rubbish   to   a   rolling 

stream, 

To  crumble  into  dust  of  ages  as  a  dream. 
The  water  rushes  forward  through  a  narrow  gorge, 
A  passage-way  between  and  over  rocks  to  forge; 
While  all  around  the   lake  ten  thousand  trickling 

rills, 
Their  purer  draughts  discharge  until  the  measure 

fills. 

Ullswater  famed  afar,  for  its  romance  of  yore, 
And  deeds,  of  love  and  valour  on  its  every  shore. 
Wild  duck  at  times  descend  in  darkness  of  the  night, 
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Fawn-coloured  youthful  gulls  wash  here  to  robe  in 

white; 

The  water  ouzel  builds  her  nest  beneath  the  bridge, 
And  guards  the  stony  waterway  protective  ridge; 
Helvellin  o'er  its  fellows  in  the  distance  lies, 
A  sentinel  to  guard  the  forces  from  surprise; 
The  birds  as  knights  of  old  make  the  welkin  ring, 
And  on  the  lake  as  yore  the  lads  and  lasses  sing: 
"The  steamers  on^the  lake,  and  the  coaches  on  the 

way, 
We'll  give  ourselves  to  pleasure  and  joyous  holiday." 


CHRIST,    THE    GREAT    HIGH    PRIEST. 

Thou  Man  Divine,  my  only  hope 

High  Priest  of  God  ordained  for  me, 
I  ask  the  Holy  Spirit's  grace, 

A  priest  of  Thine  to  be. 
Blest  Spirit,  all  my  service  train, 

To  bear  the  priesthood  of  my  soul; 
To  offer  up  as  offering 

My  unreserved  whole. 

Thou  Great  High  Priest,  'tis  Thine  to  cleans* 

From  Thee  the  living  waters  flow, 
Continuously  from  every  stain 

To  wash  me  white  as  snow. 
I  ask  for  daily,  hourly  grace, 

To  offer  up  my  sacrifice, 
As  on  the  sacred  altar  now, 

Myself  in  Jesus  dies. 

Oh  bid  me  from  this  moment  be 

In  faithful  service  holy,  pure; 
On  hidden  manna  make  me  feed, 

Eternally  secure. 
Thou  Man  Divine,  I  ask  to  praise 

And  worship  with  the  hosts  above, 
Until  I  fully  share  with  Thee 

The  ocean  of  Thy  love. 
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THE  BRANCHES  OF  THE   HUMAN  TREE, 
OR  RACES  OF  MANKIND. 

Mankind,  how  art  thou  fallen,  as  the  dust 

Of  ages  flutters  every  breeze, 
The  servitor  of  earth,  to  highest  trust, 

Thine  uttermost  calamities. 
With  universe  attendant  to  thy  call, 
Why  didst  thou  fall? 

The  human  tree,  that  spreadeth  everywhere, 
Its  branches  circle  round  the  world; 

The  black-skinned  Africans  and  Angles  fair, 
In  aspirations  millions-  hurled. 

To  hold  dominion  of  the  land  and  sea, 

What  aileth  thee? 


Primeval  man  descended  in  the  flood, 
To  lay  his  dust  upon  the  shore; 

His  mind  and  prowess,  which  for  ages  stood, 
Alas,  curtailed  to  stand  no  more. 

Where  are  his  glories  and  his.  victories? 

Round  ancient  seas? 


Whence  came  the  swarthy  hosts  of  Hindostan, 
With  wavelets  washing  Ceylon's  Isle? 

The  brown  and  olive  skin  well-muscled  man, 
On  whom  the  tropic  heavens  smile? 

Their  clannis.li  castes  in  simple  folly  played, 

Destroying  raid. 


Whence  the  Egyptian  races,  learned  of  old? 

The  conquerors  to  crumble  to  decay; 
The  mighty  records  which  their  past  unfold, 

The  culture  as  of  yesterday. 
What  was  the  moral  curse  or  part 
Which  killed  the  heart? 
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How  came  the  hordes  amid  the  desert  lands? 

The  camel  men  to  Nature  true, 
To  find  oases  in  Arabian  strands, 

Their  wells  of  water  to  renew? 
These  men  of  blood  and  prowess  who  alone 
All  men  disown? 

Whence  came  the  Aryan  races  long  ago, 

The  men  of  mind  in  Babylon? 
Ere  Medes  and  Persians  bade  the  gore  to  flow, 

On  battle-fields  to  gaze  upon. 
Where  are  these  mighty  kingdoms  of  the  past? 
Nailed  to  the  mast. 

Whence  were  the  ancient  Celts  and  Slavs? 

Who   European   countries   over-ran? 
The  Picts,  and  Scots,  the  Gauls  and    Norsemen 
braves? 

Uncivilised  of  ancient  man. 
Barbarians,  to  murder  their  delight, 
And  fiends  to  fight. 

Whence  sprang  the  glory  and  the    strength  v  of 

Greece? 

Unfolding  art's  prophetic  fire? 
The  witnesses  of  ancient  Troy's  decease, 

The  thunderbolts  of  martial  ire? 
When  men  as  fiends,  to  death  each  other  tore, 
Corrupting  gore. 

How  came  to  be  the  patriarchal  race? 

Picked  by  Jehovah  to  rehearse; 
The  God  of  Abraham's  sustaining  grace, 

The  vilest  heathens  to  disperse. 
The  Jews  to-day  afflicted  and  alone, 
The  Mount  of  God,  a  stumbling-stone. 

Whence  were  the  buried  cities  long  forgot, 
That  flourished  once  upon  the  earth? 

Before  the  Hittite  nations  sought  to  blot 
All  records  of  a  former  birth? 

Ere  Indians  America  outran, 

To  murder  man. 
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Whence  came  the  Latin  races,  hearts  of  steel. 

With  iron  grip  on  enemies; 
The  tyrants  cruel,  making  slaves  to  feel, 

The  death  doom,  as  the  victors  seize? 
When  blood  as  water  boiling  rivers  ran, 
Outraging  man. 

On  all  the  world  as  generations  sprang, 
Death  with  his  curse  in  force  appeared; 

As  victories  the  rising  nations  sang, 
Their  own  destruction  swiftly  neared. 

Until  the  dust  that  scatters  here  and  there, 

Blizzards  prepare. 

Alas!  the  myths  that  vain  traditions  hide, 
The  mighty  mentors  of  the  past  have  flown; 

The  lighter  particles  of  dust  that  bide, 
To  varied  ancestry  their  being  own. 

Wherefore  our  passing  wealth  and  boasted  pride? 

Death's  woes  abide. 

The  families  of  earth  that  still  survive, 

Are  after  all  one  strain  of  blood; 
The  fittest,  struggling  still  to  hold  the  hive, 

While  the  human  life  streams  flood. 
Whence  this  distracted  cut-throat  policy? 
'Tis  death  to  thee. 

Arise,  ye  British  nations,  lead  the  van, 

The  world  to  life  and  liberty; 
That  gives  in  righteousness  to  every  man 

The  rights  of  man  to  have  and  be. 
Ye,  European  nations,  head  the  charge, 
The  world  at  large. 

Ye  sons  of  Asia,  gird  your  armour  on, 

Arise,  ye  martialled  Japanese; 
In  brotherhood,  your  hands  to  place  upon 

Korea's  trust;  till  the  Chinese, 
Siam  and  Persia  learn  the  golden  rule, 
One  human  school. 
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Bid  Afric's  sons  to  liberty  arise; 

Christ's  great  atonement  leads  the  way; 
From  Egypt  to  the  Cape  uplift  your  eyes, 

And  to  the  God  of  heaven  pray. 
The  nations  are  redeemed,  again  begin 
New  life  to  win. 

America,  of  English-speaking  tongue, 
Bring  up  the  rear,  to  circle  all; 

Put  into  every  mouth  the  blessed  song, 
Salvation  doth  to  each  one  call. 

Justice  and  love  in  God's  own  Son  embrace, 

To  save  the  race. 

Stand  out,  ye  nations.,  bid  all  war  to  cease, 
All  mouths  and  hands  by  commerce  fill; 

Run  up  the  flag  of  universal  peace, 
And  do  the  moral  law  and  will. 

Prosperity  the  Sun  of  Light  shall  shine, 

The  Man  Divine. 


THE   WATTLE. 

Wafted  on  the  breezes  floats  the  breath  of  spring, 
And  in  song  that  pleases  all  the  forests  ring; 
Canopy  of  glory  bursts  upon  the  sight, 
And  a  wondrous  beauty  crystalises  light. 
Stands  a  wattle  royal  clad  in  golden  bloom, 
Thousand  florets  loyal  give  a  sweet  perfume. 
Drop  the  golden  tresses  'mid  the  phyllodes  green, 
Lovely  catkin  dresses,  golden  in  between; 
Fairy  rods  and  tassels  carry  dust  of  gold, 
Amber  capsules  shine,  as,  the  flowers  unfold; 
Each  tall  graceful  spouse  joins  encircling  guard, 
Where  the  lovers  house  to  their  joint  regard. 
Armies  to  defend  loves  so  lovely  fair, 
Golden  loves  descend  in  most  gracious  care; 
Watch  the  wattle  tree,  when  its  flowers  delight, 
Souls  in  rhapsody  bow  before  the  sight. 
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THE  ONE  TRUE  CHURCH. 

"people  have  their  churches  many, 

With  the  nations  weak  and  strong; 
Thanks  to  God  that  not  to  any 

Does  the  one  true  Church  belong. 
Sacred  are  its  books  and  holy, 

In  the  Paradise  enrolled, 
Where  the  Lamb's  life  tabled  records 

Keep  the  covenants  of  His  fold. 

On  the  earth  the  unction  flaming, 

Testifies  the  mystic  stone, 
Which  upon  the  forehead  presses, 

Moral  graving,  Christ's  alone. 
While  the  character  portraying, 

Pure  and  blameless  moral  life, 
Fruits   of   spirit   fashion   growing, 

Triumphs  over  death  and  strife. 

Earth  and  heaven  are  united 

In  the  holy  life  blood  sealed; 
Faith  and  trust  in  full  agreement, 

Manifest  the  bond  revealed. 
Life  invisible,  but  patent, 

Over  earth  in  mercy  shown; 
Special  fruits  of  unctioned  service 

Are  on  earth  by  Christians  grown. 


JEHOVAH'S     REVELATION. 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  His  truth  declares, 
He  came  to  man's  Deliverer  be; 

He  evermore  His  Israel  bears 

From  Egypt's  bonds  and  slavery. 

Through  ocean's  depths  of  wind  and  wave, 

Jehovah  God  goes  forth  to  save. 
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THE   HUMAN   SOUL. 

The  body  soul  of  man  must  die: 

A  flash  and  it  is  gone. 
In  Nature's  own  mortality 

Each  life  is  hastening  on. 
The  grass  mus.t  wither  into  shade, 

The  shadows  pass  away; 
The  flowers  beautiful  must  fade, 

With  setting  sunshine  day. 

The  spirit  soul  of  man  is  not 

A  fleeting  shadow  cast: 
But  breath  of  God  which  love  begol 

Eternally  to  las-t. 
The  soul  of  Jesus  given  to 

Each  one  of  Adam's  race; 
That  every  one  be  born  anew 

In  God's  abounding  grace. 

The  Sacrificial  Bleeding  Lamb 

His  living  life-blood  pours; 
The  Infinite,  the  Son,  I  Am, 

Replenishes  His  stores. 
And  thus  He  plants  the  living  soul 

In  every  spirit  breas-t; 
The  breath  of  God  that  maketh  whole, 

Man's  greatest  good  possessed. 

Amazing  gift,  the  wonderful, 

The  pearl  of  precious  price; 
The  gift  of  God,  the  human  soul: 

Christ  in  atonement  dies. 
His  righteousness  has  s.ealed  the  pledge, 

And  makes  the  gift  secure: 
'Tis  marvellous  the  privilege 

To  every  infant  sure. 

Oh,  man,  exalted  over  earth, 
And  called  to  heaven  to  live; 

The  soul,  the  gem  of  priceless  worth 
God  came  to  you  to  give. 
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Keep  it  alight,  a  shining  flame, 

Holy  to  God  and  man: 
A  star-gem,  wreathed  in  Jesus'  Name, 

Eternity  to  span. 

The  holy  oil  the  Lord  supplies: 

But  we  must  ask  and  have; 
He  biddeth  every  soul  arise, 

His  cleansing  power  to  save. 
Each  moment  still  the  life  stream  pours: 

God's  Holy  Spirit  gives 
The  cleansing  as  the  creature  soars, 

And  in  the  life  flame  lives. 

Thou  fool!  in  folly  to  neglect 

To  feed  the  altar  fires: 
The  lamp  to  burn:  can  you  expect 

To  feed  on  vain  desires? 
Beware,  for  if  the  lamp  burns  out, 

You  suicide  your  soul: 
Your  being  dies  in  utter  rout, 

The  wreckage  of  the  whole. 

Fearful  the  thought:    the  "I  AM"  lost: 

The  son  of  the  Divine: 
With  demons  in  the  Hadeg.  thrust 

In   mental    grief   to    pine. 
Corrupting  and  corrupted  all 

In  self-consuming  fires: 
The  greatest  horror  to  appal, 

The  loss  of  good  desires. 

Behold  the  passage  of  the  soul 

The  suicide  has  lost. 
1Tis  sinking  as  the  ages  roll: 

God  only  knows  the  cost: 
Death  darkness  filleth  the  abyss: 

The  deeper  darkening  age: 
The  suicide  electing  this 

IB  withering  from  the  page. 
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THOUGHTS. 

Depths  of  thought,  and  heights  of  praise, 
Let  me  learn,  that  I  may  raiie, 
Loudest  hallelujahs  sing, 
-Glory  to  the  Sovereign  King. 
With  the  angel  hosts  acclaim, 
Love  in  love's  inspiring  flame. 


THE    MEADOW    LANDS. 

List,  the  meadows  brimming  o'er, 
Thousandfold  of  Nature's  store; 
Where  the  greenest  grasses  grow, 
Where  the  purest  waters  flow, 
As   the   pretty  daisies   blush, 
And  the  gentle  cowslips,  flush 
To  the  buttercups  of  gold, 
Graces  which  their  blossoms  hold. 

Straggling  bushes  guard  the  stream, 
Mounted  sentinels  they  seem; 
Where   the   brambles   intertwine, 
'Mid  the  scented  sweet  woodbine. 
In  and  out  the  warblers  play, 
Twittering  the  joys  of  May, 
Nuptial  loves  by  Spring  caressed, 
Beauties  of  the  homestead  nest. 

Genial  smiles  the  floral  sun, 
Whispering  the  Spring  begun; 
Watch  the  lark  to  heaven  soar, 
Vocal  choruses  to  pour. 
Upward,  heavenward,  it  sings, 
Sweetest  songs  on  quivering  wings, 
In  the  meadows  by  the  stream, 
Life  just  passes  as  a  dream. 
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THE  TROPICS,  MAY  2nd,  1909. 

The  light  rays,  dancing  on  the  placid  sea, 

As  fairies  touch  the  gentle  waves  with  smiles; 
While  flying  fish,  as  silvered  glories  flee, 

Across  the  vision  where  the  sun  beguiles. 
The  earth  vibrations  through  the  limpid  deep, 

Are  trembling  forth  the  beauty  of  the  swell; 
As  oscillations  of  the  planet  sweep, 

The  tremors  of  the  universe  to  tell. 
The  undulations,  slowly  sailing  by, 

Meet  undulations  in  their  active  quest; 
And,  quaintly  glancing,  ask  each  other  why 

The  ocean  waters  never  are  at  rest, 
The  wavelets  ripple  gracefully  to  rise, 

No  disputations  for  the  foremost  place, 
But  in  the  breathings  of  the  sea  and  skies, 

Salute  their  fellows  in  a  close  embrace; 
As  on  the  rising  crest  the  ripples  meet, 

Their  passion  whispers  the  entrancing  kiss; 
And  as  the  bubbles  of  affection  greet, 

The  breath  of  purity  proclaims  the  bliss; 
The  feathered  foam  beneath  the  sunshine  touch, 

Is  caught  as  vapour  in  its  hurried  strife, 
Its  soul  to  rise  as  unctioned  overmuch 

To  meet  where  clouds  commune  the  breath  of  life. 
They  cast  their  shadows  as  they  bid  goodbye, 

To  soar  away  in  their  apportioned  flight, 
Upon  the  firmament's  cerulean  sky, 

To  take  their  passage  to  the  higher  light; 
And  so  the  earth  is  watered  and  restored, 

In  gracious  mercy  of  her  Sovereign  Lord. 


ON   A   MOTOR-BOAT. 

Iron  floats  upon  the  deep, 
Mineral  oils  the  oceans  sweep; 
Energies  embodied  rage, 
Motor-boats  their  traffic  wage; 
As  the  sages  think  and  spell, 
Wonderful,  incredible! 
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THOU  SHALT  CALL  HIS  NAME  JESUS. 


Jesus  is  the  world's  Redeemer, 

Jesus  is  the  Holy  Name; 
Jesus,  Christ  is  our  Messiah, 

Sharing  all  our  guilt  and  shame. 
God  Immanuel  with  men, 
To  reclaim  the  world  again. 


Jesus  is  the  Human  Temple, 
Manifesting  God  within, 

Wonderful  the  world's  redemption 
From  the  death  of  human  sin. 

In  the  agony  of  strife, 

Giving  forth  eternal  life. 


Jesus  is  the  Second  Adam, 
Son  of  God,  the  Man  Divine, 

Bun  of  Light  and  God's  compassion, 
Love  and  life — and  light  to  shine. 

Sons  of  men  your  praises  bring, 

Glory,  hallelujahs  sing. 


Man,  evolved  in  sin,  could  never 
For  one  single  sin  atone; 

'Tis  the  Infinite  for  ever, 
One  oblation — He  alone. 

Is  the  bright  and  morning  Star, 
Lighting  universe  afar. 


Jesus  Christ  is  my  Redeemer, 
Resurrection  from  the  dead; 

In  His  infinite  oblation, 

On  the  heavenly  manna  fed. 

From  the  tomb  of  earth  I  rise 

To  the  joys  of  paradise. 


THE    RESTLESS   OCEAN. 

Beautiful,  beautiful,  beautiful  sea, 
Queen  of  the  earth,  salutations  to  thee. 
Trembles  the  anger,  the  echoes  sweep  o'er 
CeaselessJy  murmuring,  deafening  roar; 
Majesty  garbeth  the  strength  of  thy  throne, 
Rivers  and  lakes  their  allegiance  own, 
Dignity  gracefully  sits  on  thy  brow, 
Peoples  and  traders  commercially  bow; 
Silvery  light  rays  thy  garments  are  seen, 
Rainbows  adorning  thee,  beautiful  queen. 
Islands  and  continents,  portions  of  earth, 
Owe  thee  allegiance,  because  of  their  birth; 
Mountains  to  heaven  with  snow-covered  seat, 
Balance  the  depths  as  a  rest  for  thy  feet. 
Who  can  engirdle  and  meas.ure  thy  strength? 
Mighty  the  circle  that  tables  the  length; 
What  are  the  limits  and  what  the  decree? 
Who  can  encompass  the  bounds  of  the  sea? 

List  her  emotions  as  tear-drops  that  pour, 
Whiting  the  waves  that  are  laving  the  shore, 
Watching  the  moon  at  the  turn  of  the  tide, 
Laying  all  jealous  pretensions  aside. 
Calm  and  impassioned  her  beautiful  face, 
Beaming  with  sunshine  ineffable  grace! 
Pulsates,  her  bosom,  so  graceful  and  still, 
Thankful  for  blessings  her  palace  to  fill: 
Smiling  her  glamour  and  sighs  to  the  sun, 
For  his  attentions  unceasingly  won; 
Moments  of  peace  when  affection  beguiles, 
Kissing  her  beauty  and  courting  her  smiles; 
Then  come  the  moments  when  storms  intervene, 
Strife  with  the  winds  transcending  the  scene; 
Rainbows  of  rainbows  to  cover  the  sea, 
Type  of  the  peace  which  must  finally  be: 
When  heaven  and  earth  as  a  vestment  s.croll, 
Eternally  filled,  shall  in  harmonies  roll; 
Peace  as  a  rainbow  exceedingly  bright, 
God  as  the  Sun  and  Fountain  of  Light. 
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CHRISTMAS  DAY. 


The  night  was  cold:    'neath  star-lit  sky, 

The  bracing  zephyrs  fanned  the  air: 
The  Breath  of  God  was  passing  by, 

In  grace  the  sons  of  men  to  bear. 
The  heavens,  flashed  God's  righteous  will: 

Their  gems  of  glory  hailed  the  night, 
The  mighty  purpose  to  fulfil — 

To  flood  the  fallen  world  with  light. 


The  herald  angels  from  the  throne 

Announced  the  glorious  news  to  earth: 
God's  well-beloved  begotten  Son 

Divinely  comes  to  human  birth. 
The  majesty  of  God  arose, 

Omnipotence  the  world  to  span, 
His  revelations  to  disclose — 

The  Son  of  God:  the  Son  of  Man. 


The  lowly  shepherds-,  with  their  sheep, 

Round  Bethlehem  are  guarding  flocks; 
Their  watching  vigils,  as  they  keep 

Among  the  hills  and  guerdon  rocks, 
Hear  suddenly  the  glory  song, 

Which  the  attendant  angels   sing 
As  hosts  of  heaven  waft  along: 

Hosannahs  to  the  Saviour  King. 


Goodwill  and  peace  the  song  they  raise; 

Earth's  firmament  is  all  aflame: 
Hosannahs  tremble  into  praise, 

For  Jesus  is  the  unctioned  Name. 
Immanuel  on  earth  with  men, 

In  holy  sign  and  countersign: 
The  rescued  world  has  even  then 

Caught  up  the  Human  and  Divine. 


184 

The  Babe  of  Bethlehem  is  born, 

And  from  the  manger  shines  His  star; 
The  sun  is  rising  to  the  morn, 

To  herald  peoples  near  and  far. 
The  Deity  His  temple  fills, 

The  wise  men  hail  Him  from  the  East; 
The  world  the  inspiration  thrills, 

And  millions  hasten  to  the  feast. 


THE  CHRISTIAN  MARINER'S  SONG. 

I  am  waiting  the  life  breeze  to  bear  me  along, 
The  zephyrs-  of  heaven  inspiring  my  song; 
Sufficient  to  carry  every  sail; 
The  haven  I'm  making,  heaven  I  hail. 

Chorus. 

To  bear  me  along, 

My  joy  and  my  song; 

I  am  waiting  the  life  breeze  to  bear  me  along. 

I  am  praying  the  Captain  to  pilot  my  helm 
When  hurricanes  rage,  and  billows  o'erwhelm, 
Sustaining  my  being;    His  sovereign  will 
Commandeth  the  ocean:  Peace  be  still. 
* 

I  am  asking  my  spirit  the  strength  of  my  soul 
To  carry  the  sailing  o'er  billows  that  roll; 
Adjusting  the  rigging,  believing  prayer, 
And  oiling  the  waves,  in  prudent  care. 

I  am  taking  the  Sun  in  His  volume  of  light, 
And  watching  the  stars  that  are  shining  by  night; 
To  work  out  my  bearings;   the  port  is  in  view; 
The  light  rays  are  flashing:  "Heaven  for  you." 
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THE  SAN   FRANCISCO   EARTHQUAKE. 

It  is  the  suffering  sadness  teaches  men 

The  world  is  all  akin. 
The  depths  of  sorrow  broadly  overcast, 

Man's  sympathy  must  win. 
For  sorrow  magnetises  love  to  draw 
A  volume  vaster  than  the  earth  e'er  saw. 

Beneath  the  firmament  of  heaven's  vault, 

The  city  all  in  flames, 
The  motley  crowd  are  clustered  into  groups, 

No  longer  proud  of  names: 
Forgotten  is  the  line  of  pedigree, 
One   helpless,   suffering  humanity. 

Philosophers  could  never  yet  define 

The  magic  power  of  love. 
It  gathers  up,  in  agony  and  pain, 

Descending  from   above. 
The  moral  fruits  which  fructify  on  earth, 
The  ^-vven  below  which  trembles  into  birth. 


The  touch  divine  has  filled  the  human  heart, 

To  generate  and  grow, 
The  Sun  of  Life  His,  moral  light  doth  shine 

In  man  to  overflow. 

All  men  are  brothers  in  God's  Fatherhood, 
The  love  of  Christ  the  universe  doth  flood. 

Let  all  men  ponder,  never  more  forget, 

The  great  catastrophe 
Has  overtaken  every  human  form, 

Our  frail  mortality. 
It  is  alone  the  rays  of  heaven's  Sun 
Which  for  us  all  have  life  in  measure  won. 

Humanity  convulsed,  in  struggle  strives, 

Abounding  life  to  know. 
The  Mas.ter  hoists  the  resurrection  flag, 

"Loose  him  and  let  him  go." 
'Mid   earthquakes,   sickness,     famine,    flames,    and 

tears, 
Omnific  help  the  world  in  rescue  cheers. 
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SUNSET,  8th  AUGUST,  1905. 

Good  night,  fair  earth,  good  night; 

The  sunset  golden  beams, 
A  very  flame  of  light, 

In  a  radiancy  streams. 

It  shines  on  favoured  trees, 

The  ember  fires'  embrace, 
In  Nature's  subtleties, 

As  a  film  of  yellow  lace. 

Out  from  the  western  sky, 
Suffused  with  purple  glow, 

In  tremors  stealing  by, 
As  the  love  affections  flow. 

The  firmament  ablaze, 

With  colour  tints  each  cloud; 

Until  Sol's  brightest  rays, 

With  their  glory,  flame  the  shroud. 

Good  night,  fair  earth,  good  night, 
Now  rest  a  while,  and  sleep; 

Good  night,  my  Sol,  good  night, 
Thee  I  trust  the  watch  to  keep. 


THE    BRISBANE    RIVER. 

To  the  south,  to  the  east,  rolling  and  free, 
Rushes  the  river  to  enter  the  sea. 
Bending  and  turning  its  volume  to  sweep, 
Slowly  and  surely  its  current  doth  creep; 
Onward  and  forward,  its  duty  to  go, 
Ever  providing  the  means  for  its  flow. 
More  muddy  the  waters,  the  greater  its  zeal; 
Showers  from  heaven  for  service  appeal, 
Deepening  channels  and  widening  banks, 
Shifting  the  land  by  its  meddlesome  pranks, 
Forming  new  patches  when  moments  of  grace 
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Ask  for  the  mud  a  more  permanent  place, 
Vomiting  forth  its  slime  and  its  clay 
Where  the  mangrove  areas,  point  the  way. 

Who  can  unravel  its  splashes  and  plays? 
Who  can  decipher  its  marvellous  ways? 
Dancing  its  waves  to  the  burdens  of  wind, 
All  of  a  flutter  their  tremors  to  find. 
Motion,  commotion,  emotion  to  fill, 
Never  a  moment  the  river  is  still. 

Daily  receptions  determine  the  tide; 
Broad  are  its  views  as  the  river  is  wide, 
Assembled  recruits  declaring  its  source, 
Tides  from  the  ocean  attracting  its  course. 

Come  for  a  moment  and  visit  with  me 
Springs  from  the  mountains  and  rills  flowing  free. 
Rivulets  running,  becoming  the  brooks, 
Bubbling  through  gorges  and  crannies,  and  nooks, 
Passing  the  shelter  of  fern-clustered  bowers, 
Silently  moving  through  pathways  of  flowers. 

List  for  a  moment,  betrothals  declare, 
The  Brisbane  and  Bremer  for  marriage  prepare. 
Union  is  strength,  the  admirers  proclaim, 
Mighty  the  river,  the  Brisbane  its  name. 
Floweth  its  waters  the  country  to  bless, 
Turning  to  Eden  a  broad  wilderness. 
Site  of  a  city,  which  grew  from  its  birth, 
Pathway  of  commerce  to  girdle  the  earth, 
Queensland  the  State  of  the  seven  to  be, 
Ruler,  and  leader,  and  pride  of  the  sea. 


A    BUNCH    OF    FLOWERS. 

Tis  only  a  bunch  of  flowers, 
But  how  they  speak  to  the  soul! 

How  beautiful  are  the  glitters, 
Their  waves  of  refreshing  rolll 
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Such  harmonies  of  perfection, 
The  breath  of  the  Eden  life. 

The  love  trills  in  resurrection, 
Unsullied  by  sin  or  strife. 

But  what  does  their  sweetness  token? 

And  why  do  their  colours  play? 
The  radiancy  of  the  sunbeams 

Are  smiles  of  a  summer's  day. 
Interpret  the  silent  whispers, 

Coquettish  their  eloquence, 
Vibrationed  touches  of  sunshine, 

That  trill  to  our  every  sense. 

O,  breathe  their  delicious  odours, 

Rejoice  in  their  colours  bright; 
And  learn  of  their  fairied  symbols 

That  tremble  the  solar  light. 
Such  a  wonderful  designing, 

Appearing  everywhere, 
The  tableaux  of  silent  praises 

And  the  eloquence  of  prayer. 

We  honour  the  floral  beauties, 

And  elect  to  name  a  queen; 
But  each  in  a  royal  garment 

Is  a  grace  of  glory  seen. 
So  modest,  and  so  retiring 

Is  their  dignity  of  grace, 
The  gay  and  the  unassuming, 

All  carry  a  queenly  face. 

The  orchids  are  in  the  shadows^ 

The  epiphytes  in  the  breeze; 
The  glories  of  vernal  forests 

And  the  florets  of  the  trees. 
The  violets  of  the  valley, 

And  hid  in  the  foliage  greens; 
With  the  roses  and  carnations, 

Are  whispering  "We  are  queens." 
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GIANT    DESPAIR. 

Flee,  thou  giant  of  deapair,  sin-born  worry, 
With  your  load  of  shame  and  care,  exit,  hurry; 
All  your  lies  a  living  grave, 
Chains  to  bind  the  yielding  slave. 

Hurry  up,  foul  serpent,  hurry,  rolling  in  the  grass, 
Disappear  infernal  worry,  dark  retreating  mass; 
Coward,  viper,  venomed  snake, 
Hurry  up,  your  exit  take. 

Bring  your  darkness  to  the  sunlight,  to  the  day, 
E'er  the  evil  is  begun,  the  worries  slay; 
In  a  plenitude  of  grace, 
Radiate  the  smiling  face. 


WHAT    IS    LIFE? 

Life  is  divine,  the  unction  of  the  soul, 

The  glory  of  the  Holy  Infinite, 
Creative  power  unceasingly  to  roll, 

Effulgent  brilliancy  of  dazzling  light. 
The  energy  of  being  touched  to  be, 
The  sustentation  by  the  Deity. 

Externally  His  firmament  doth  shine, 
Life  beareth  forth  the  harmonies  divine, 

Until  as  first,  as  universe  ablaze, 

Returns  to  God  the  fulness  of  His  praise. 

All  sorrows  swept  away,  all  pains  to  cease, 

An  ocean  infinite  of  love  and  peace. 

'Tis  mystery  all,  a  wonder  vast  profound, 
The  properties  of  life  in  Nature  found, 

A  drop  poured  in,  and  Nature  is  begun, 

A  spark  flashed  forth  and  creature  self  is  won. 

The   light  emblazoned  shines,   the    darkness    flees 
away, 

Increasingly  the  sun  announces  day. 
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AT  THE  GRAVE  OF  LAZARUS,  AND  BEFORE 
JERUSALEM,  JESUS  WEPT. 

In  the  universe  of  matter  God  appears, 

And  the  witnesses  behold  the  falling  tears; 

God  and  men  in  holy  love  and  mercy  meet, 

As  the  Living  Christ  unveils  the  mercy  seat. 

Fast  the  tears  are  dropping  from  the  life  stream 

flow, 
And  the  dying  ones  the  resurrection  know. 

Watch  and  see  Him  as  He  cometh  to  the  tomb, 
Trembles  forth  the  Hades  in  impending  doom; 
Love's  emotion  prays,  the  Judge  of  quick  and  dead. 
The  oblation  who  for  every  sinner  bled 
Lays  His  hands  on  death,  and  bidding  life  arise, 
Flashes  forth  the  rescued  soul  to  Paradise. 

Still  He  weeps;  Jerusalem  is  null  and  void; 
God's  decree  appointeth  it  to  be  destroyed; 
For  they  slew  the  Temple  of  the  One  I  Am, 
In  oblation  sacrifice  the  Paschal  Lamb. 
As  their  scheme  to  block  salvation  demons  laid, 
God  the  Son,  in  wisdom,  love's  atonement  made. 


THE    ICE    STORM. 

The  heat  was  mo&t  oppressive,  and 
The  wind  in  faintest  efforts  sighed; 

The  very  elements  appeared 
As  if  their  energies  had  died; 

A  languid  stillness  caught  the  air, 

Depressing  Nature  everywhere. 

The  waves  above  commenced  to  roll, 
The  clouds  to  travel  west-north-west, 

As  bodies  speeded  forth  to  march, 
At  double  quick  in  earnest  quest; 

The  armies  spread  in  fighting  form 

To  gauge  the  circuit  of  the  storm. 
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As  groups  of  cloud  spread  out,  arranged, 

In  ordered  strata  passing  o'er; 
The  firmament  was  darkening  fast, 

And  shrouding  earthward  more  and  more; 
Some  clouds  were  black,  some  ice-cold  gray, 
An  avalanche  to  break  and  play. 

A  deepening  gloom  o'erspread  the  sky, 
The  rushing  winds  in  burden  moaned; 

A  misty  rain  was  passing  by, 

While  earth  and  air  in  ariguis,h  groaned; 

The  frozen  clouds  to  pieces  fell, 

And  ice  lumps  cast  their  weighted  swell. 

As  cannon  balls  against  the  roof, 

The  four-ounce  shots  their  force  applied; 

Until  in  floods  of  drenching  rain, 
The  heavy  ice  floes  dropped  aside; 

The  air  refreshing  coolness,  spread, 

The  storm  passed  o'er,  its  fury  shed. 


ECLIPSE  OF  THE  MOON,  SEPTEMBER  16,  1913. 

Smaller  grew  the  moon's  sad  face, 

As  she  rose  to  greet  the  sun; 
Pouting  with  a  maiden's  grace, 

For  her  chiding  had  begun; 
Hurriedly  she  s,ped  her  flight, 

Darkness  clouding  o'er  her  shame, 
As  the  subtle  grey  twilight 

Blotted  out  her  own  fair  fame. 

Darkness  deepened  as  she  leapt 

To  outwit  her  rival,  earth; 
•Flooding  tides  her  tear-drops  swept, 

'Neath  the  fury  of  her  wrath; 
For  the  shadow  of  a  world, 

Darkening  her  sis,ter  bride, 
Spread  itself  a  cloud  unfurled, 

The  moon's  lovely  face  to  hide. 
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All  the  mountains  round  about 

Grouped  their  figures  round  earth's  rim, 
Purple  flushes  smouldered  out,  , 

Rising  from  the  lunar  brim; 
Deeper,  darker,  rose  the  flood, 

To  the  moon  the  heavens  sung; 
Sighing  for  her  widowhood, 

As  the  earth  her  satire  flung. 

As  a  ship  is  lost  at  sea, 

Angry  billows  passing  o'er, 
Till  engulfed  the  wreckage  be, 

So  the  moon  her  sorrow  bore; 
Lost  to  beauty,  filled  with  shame, 

Darkness-  shaded  her  from  sight; 
Lost  her  purity 'of  name 

In  the  darkness  of  the  night. 

Swamped,  the  moon  essayed  to  rise, 

While  the  earth  her  shadow  cast; 
From  around  enclosing  skies, 

The  sun's  moods  in  glory  massed; 
All  around  a  sea  of  blood 

Floated  on  the  foaming  deep; 
Deluging  as  with  a  flood, 

While  the  watching  heavens  weep. 

As  the  bleeding  life  stream  passed, 

In  an  energy  of  power, 
The  moon's  face  was  overcast 

By  the  pallor  of  the  hour;  1 

Slowly  from  the  sacrifice, 

To  emerge  the  silent  s.phere, 
Bleeding,  love-sick  as  she  dies, 

In  the  providence  severe. 

Was  it  but  a  shadow  spread, 

That  a  rival  had  to  bear? 
Anguish,  when  all  hope  had  fled, 

Overwhelming  blank   despair; 
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Suddenly  a  fairy  swayed, 

Filling  all  the  clouds  with  fire; 

And  the  pallid  face  displayed, 
Deepened  anguish  of  desire. 

Slowly  flamed  the  fairy  light, 

Till  a  brighter  band  arose, 
In  the  darkness  on  the  right, 

Broad  and  brightening  beams  disclose; 
Ushered  forth  a  sunlight  glow, 

While  the  night  was  wearing  on; 
In  the  zenith  overflow, 

The  eclipse  had  passed  and  gone. 


INVITATION    TO    THE    WEDDING    FEAST, 

Gome  up,  ye  chosen  of  the  Lord 

To  take  the  vacant  seats,  above; 
Your  hallelujahs  to  accord, 

The  wondrous  passion  of  God's  love. 
He  raiseth  from  the  lowest  hell, 

From  sin-load  chains  and  death  released, 
To  know  the  heaven  unsearchable, 

And  join  in  His  eternal  feast. 

To-day  He  bids  us,  ask  and  have 

Abundance  of  His  flowing  life; 
The  fount  that  floweth  forth  to  lave, 

The  strength  that  overcometh  strife. 
From  strength  to  strength  to  daily  grow, 

His  shining  light  assureth  this: 
The  nearer  to  Himself  below, 

The  vaster  our  eternal  bliss. 

We  come  to  Him,  the  perfect  Man, 

The  bondman  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts; 
Beyond  the  power  of  human  span, 

Beyond  the  utmost  human  boasts. 
His  life  stream  every  moment  flows, 

The  Holy  Spirit  dwells  within, 
To  feed  the  soul  whom  Jesus  knows, 

And  cleanse  from  every  stain  of  sin. 
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THE    SONG    BIRDS 

Listen  how  the  birdies  sing 
To  the  morning  of  the  spring 
Melodies  the  throstles  thrill,         ( 
Heaven's  firmament  to  fill. 
Harmonies  in  songs  abound, 
Everywhere  in  Nature  found. 

How  the  larks  their  sonnets  pour, 
Upwards  rising,  as  they  soar, 
Whispering  through  sunshine  hours, 
Galling  to  the  opening  flowers, 
Trilling  waves  of  holy  peace, 
As  their  rhapsodies  increase. 

Hark,  as  nightingales  so  sweet, 
Sing  the  evensong  retreat, 
Catching  up  the  warbler's  lay, 
At  the  closing  of  the  day; 
Notes  of  harmony  to  raise, 
Choruses  of  joyous  praise. 

Weary  traveller,  distressed, 
For  a  moment  calmly  rest, 
All  the  sweetness  of  the  song 
Trills  to  cheer  your  way  along! 
Speaking  hope,  the  night-time  past, 
Songs  eternally  to  last. 


THE   PIONEER  CHURCH. 

A  sad  but  hopeful  company  in  earnest    pleadings 

bowed, 
And  to  the  world's  Redeemer  King  in  humble  fealty 

vowed; 
In  inner  room  assembled,  and  the  doors  and  bars 

secure, 

Though  feeble  this  beginning,  yet  eternal  to  endure. 
The  Jesus  King  had  conquered,  and  the  demon  king 

had  fled, 
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The  wounded  and  the  dying  soldiers  for  their  Master 

bled. 
But  as  the  flowing  life-blood  poured,  continuing  to 

pour, 

The  resurrection  from  the  dead,  the  life  for  ever- 
more. 
They  prayed  and  wept;  and  as  they  prayed,  a  mighty 

influence  fell, 

The  movings  from  the  spirit  world,  a  force  invisible; 
The  Holy  Spirit  breathed  on  each  a  flame  of  hallowed 

love, 

Which  in  the  inspiration  breath  descended  as  a  dove; 
It  sat  on  each  of  them,  the  unction  of  the  second 

birth, 

Initiation  of  a  kingdom  new  reclaimed  from  earth; 
The  soldiers  of  the  Cross,  the  King's  proclaimed 

allies, 
Were  passengers  reclaimed  from  death,  and  booked 

for  Paradise. 


SEEKING    TO    KNOW    RELIGION. 

Teach  me  what  true  religion  is, 
The  life  divine,  the  holy  bliss; 
To  find  my  nothing,  through  the  fall, 
Become  in  Christ  the  all  in  all. 
My  rising  tumult  of  desire, 
Uplifting  into  quickening  fire, 
The  holy  bond  of  Jesus'  Name 
Encircled  in  a  living  flame. 

To  ask  and  have,  in  faith  I  bow, 
In  covenant  bond  surrender  now; 
In  God's  own  promises  to  live, 
My  utmost  being  humbly  give. 
That  every  moment  rising  higher, 
And  unctioned  in  the  living  fire, 
Till  perfected  by  grace  I  know, 
My  heaven  of  love  begun  below. 
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THE    ENGLISH    CORN-FIELD. 


Close  sheltered  'mid  the  standing  corn, 

The  fragile  poppies-  thrive; 
Too  delicate  to  face  the  winds 

Or  with  the  tempests  strive; 
But  guarded  well  on  every  hand, 

Their  beauties  to  parade, 
They  bend  their  colours  to  the  breeze, 

Contented  in  the  shade. 


In  Nature's  corn-field  gardens  grow 

The  tiny  pansies  true, 
The  knapweed  and  the  centaury, 

Corn  cockle,  daisies,  blue. 
The  field  mouse  loves  to  make  its  nest, 

The  skylark  spreads  its  wings, 
As  dropping  from  aerial  flight, 

Refining  life  it  brings. 


This  Nature  field  is  bounded  by 

A  hedge,  where  intertwine 
The  briars  of  the  wild  rose  and 

The  honeysuckle  vine. 
Behold  the  partridge  cautiously 

Its.  pretty  chickens  lead, 
Exchanging  in  due  course  its  life 

For  just  its  young  ones'  feed. 


The  corn-crakes  through  the  stubble  creep, 

(The  harvest  gathered  in), 
And  hares  and  rabbits  cogitate 

Their  daily  food  to  win; 
The  owls  and  hawks  for  smaller  prey, 

The  autumn  fields  invest; 
And  Nature  pos^s  prettily, 

To  welcome  winter's  rest. 
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THE   HIGHWAY  OF   HOLINESS. 


Almighty  Father,  bid  us  raise 
A  chorus  of  eternal  praise; 
Thou  hast  created  us  to  sing 
The  joys  that  full  salvation  bring. 
We  praise  Thee  for  a  parden  free, 
The  joys  of  true  felicity; 
The  blessings  of  life's  gentle  flow, 
The  fruits  of  holiness  to  grow. 


We  ask  Thy  grace  our  steps  to  stay, 
That  we  may  walk  the  King's  highway; 
The  way  of  holiness  on  earth, 
In  life-breath  of  the  second  birth. 
Thou  art,  O  Christ,  the  life,  the  way, 
We  ask  the  passion  to  obey, 
The  dews  descending  from  above, 
The  passion  of  Thy  perfect  love. 


Bid  us  Thy  witnesses  to  be, 
Firm  on  the  rock,  'mid  life's  rough  sea, 
Against  temptation  bid  us  flame, 
The  mighty  unction  of  Thy  Name. 
We  ask  the  strength  that  bids  us  stand 
Obedient  to  our  Lord's  command; 
The  Holy  Spirit's  guarding  care, 
The  victory  of  wrestling  prayer. 


We  plead,  O  God;  the  work  is  Thine, 

To  make  us  holy  and  divine; 

The  soul  Thou  dost  Thyself  inspire, 

The  Holy  Spirit's,  sacred  fire. 

As  in  the  Pentecostal  feast, 

Our  holiness  of  life  increased, 

New  creatures  in  Thyself  to  rise, 

Till  called  to  feast  in  Paradise. 


. 
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IS  THE   HUMAN   DIVINE? 

1)0  you  believe  in  a  manhood  of  glory? 

Seeing  the  human  is  only  a  span; 
A  gem  of  the  light  for  endless  duration, 

Raising  the  being  and  the  glory  of  man. 

Yes,  I  believe  that  each  sun  from  its  centre 
Flashes  its  glory  and  beauty  of  light; 

But  that  the  storms  by  their  darkness  obtruding, 
Hiding  the  sunshine,  embody  the  night, 

Evil  so  vile,  and  corruption  assailing, 
Weary  and  burden  this,  body  of  clay; 

But  the  Great  Master,  the  Captain,  is  training 
Those  who  are  His  unto  life's  perfect  day. 


SURGICAL.  OPERATIONS. 

Poor  old  Doodles,  heavenward  bound, 
Met  his  victims  all  around, 
Scattered  in  the  burial  ground; 
Listen  to  their  ghostly  sound: 
Murder  I 

Could  the  blood  be  washed  away, 
Life  with  life  the  dead  repay; 
Science  seeks  to  have  its  say, 
Why  from  science  did  you  sway? 
Murder! 

Then  arose  the  Moral  Law, 
Holding  court  wtih  solemn  awe; 
Why  this  Pharisaic  paw? 
Good  deeds  posing  on  a  straw! 
Murder! 
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Who  are  these  dark  sons  of  night? 
Scientists  with  double  sight, 
Who  to  mis-cry  incite; 
Darkest  deeds  of  darkest  night. 
Murder!!! 


A  TRIP  DOWN  THE  BRISBANE  RIVER, 

(October  21,  1913.) 

The  sea-gull  calmly  spread  its  wings, 
And  fluttered  through  the  air, 

With  scarce  a  motion  visible, 
Its  motives  to  declare; 

So  proudly  sailing  on  the  breeze, 

To  wisely  watch  the  seas. 

A  congregation  of  the  swans 

In  graceful  tactics  swam; 
Though  dressed  in  black,  their  dignity 

Was  not  an  idle  sham; 
When  sharks  and  porpoises  appear, 
No  danger  do  they  fear. 

The  sun  upon  the  waters  shone, 

The  dancing  ripples  played; 
The  sunbeams,  all  their  glory  spread, 

The  ocean  was  arrayed; 
A  mirrored  glass  of  limpid  blue, 
With  green  reflected  hue. 

The  islands  spread  as  sentinels, 

Reminders  of  the  past, 
Where  Nature's  forces  long  ago 

The  landscape  features  massed; 
The  everlasting  hills  enfold 

The  entry  to  this  land  of  gold. 
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THE    FUTURE   OF   THE   WICKED. 

Will  they  meet  beyond  the  river, 

'Mid  the  everlasting  sfioals; 
Where  the  demons  hold  their  counsels, 

And  the  Styx  in  darkness  rolls? 
Not  a  ray  of  light  enlightens, 

Not  a  spark  of  life  remains; 
But  an  ocean  of  corruption, 

Every  spirit  bond  sustains. 
This  is  hell! 

Light  of  conscience  has  departed, 

Unclean  spirits  all  become; 
Given  to  their  own  enthronement, 

This  for  time  is  all  their  home; 
Mortals  have  no  sure  conception 

Of  the  state  pronounced  a  hell; 
Where  the  demons  through  the  ages, 

Joined  by  wicked  people  dwell. 
This  is  hell! 

Spirit  death  is  desolation, 

The  destruction  of  the  soul; 
As  corruption  gnaws  the  being, 

And  the  death-knells  weirdly  toll; 
Ah,  the  agony  of  knowing, 

Burned  up  wreckage  of  the  past; 
All  the  treasure  we  have  squandered, 

In  Gehenna  garbage  cast. 
This  is  hell! 

When  the  wrath  of  righteous  justice 

Kills  the  spirit  by  the  shock, 
As  they  hurry  to  the  battle — 

Then  may  fools  in  folly  mock. 
Finite  beings,  contemplating 

All  the  filth  there  is  to  sweep, 
Drop  confounded  in  the  chasm, 

Lost  in  the  unfathomed  deep, — 
This  is  hell! 
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GOD    RULES    THE    UNIVERSE. 

Whatever  is.,  or  right  or  wrong, 
Eventually  shall  prove  the  right, 

For  God  the  Son,  the  glory  song, 
Doth  cleanse  it  in  the  Infinite; 

In  rising  praise  each  note  shall  swell, 

My  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

The  universe  of  matter  swings, 

And  Nature  works  the  stern  decree; 

The  moral  law  its,  codex  sings, 
Of  life,  and  light,  and  liberty; 

The  evil  wrought  defied  the  Son, 

But  flies  aghast,  for  God  has  won. 

Kinetic  energies  have  rule, 

Material  cells  their  forces  sway; 

The  cleansing  power  the  whole  shall  school, 
And  night  time  vanquishes  to  day; 

The  Sovereign  King  of  earth  and  skies, 

The  Sun  Divine  in  strength  shall  ris,e. 

The  elements  with  fervent  heat 
Small  melt  into  immortal  fires; 

With  wings  of  light  in  transit  fleet, 
The  burden  of  Divine  desires; 

Immortal  kingdom  called  to  raise 

To  God  alone  eternal  praise. 


WITH   ALL  THY  GETTINGS,  GET  WISDOM. 

Wisdom  is  God's  greatest  blessing, 
Choicest  pearl  of  precious  price; 

In  life,  light,  and  love  possessing 
Prism'd  beams  of  rare  device. 
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Seekers,  spurn  all  aspirations, 
Worldly  honours,  worldly  strife; 

Giddy,  worthless  imitations, 
For  the  flaming  light  of  life. 

Foolishness  is  earthly  wisdom, 
Falsely  sciences,  so  called; 

Counterfeits  in  tinselled  riskdom; 
Bubbles  swelling  till  enthralled. 

Man's  philosophy  is  folly, 
Mirage  everywhere  appears; 

Incantations  flash  a  volley, 
But  to  melt  in  scalding  tears. 

Pompous  emptinesses  glimmer, 
As  the  rainbow  in  the  mist; 

So  Society  may  simmer, 

Pass  away,  and  not  be  missed. 

Give  me  wisdom,  says  the  poet, 
God's  true  wisdom  to  prefer; 

Drink  the  life-stream  as  it  floweth, 
Gold  is  dross  compared  to  her. 


EGYPT,    THE    BONDAGE    OF    SIN. 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  His  Truth  declares, 
Has  come  to  their  Deliverer  be; 

He  evermore  His  Is.rael  bears 
From  Egypt's  bonds  and  slavery; 

Through  ocean  depths  of  wind  and  wave, 

Jehovah  God  has  power  to  save. 

Egypt,  the  type  of  venial  sin, 

By  which  the  world  is  sore  oppressed^ 
Jehovah  came  with  power  to  win, 

And  free  the  serfs  in  bonds  distressed; 
To-day  His  Israel  Jesus  frees, 
And  gives  us  filial  liberties. 


203 

To-day  the  world  Jehovah  calls, 
His  bondsman  Jesus  speaks  for  me; 

God's  wrath  upon  the  sinner  falls, 
But  those  in  Jesus  Christ  are  free; 

In  circumcision  of  the  heart 

The  Christians  gain  the  better  part. 

Come  out  of  Egypt,  every  soul, 

Nor  from  the  path  of  duty  stray; 

But  swiftly  to  God's  standards  roll, 
And  climb  the  shining  narrow  way; 

The  way  lit  by  the  Shining  Sun, 

To  Pisgah's  height  where  heaven  is  won. 


PARTIAL  ECLIPSE  OF  THE  MOON. 

(20th  February,  1905.) 

For  a  time  the  sky,  which  had  been  cloudless, 
became  cloudy  and  the  moon  was  hidden  from  sight, 
but  soon  after  5  o'clock  the  clouds  broke  and  the 
eclipse  was.  seen. 

In  robes  of  white,  so  calm  and  still, 

The  moon  in  majesty  appears; 
Resigned  to  an  omnific  will, 

She  hides  her  grief  beneath  her  tears; 
Eclipsed  by  earth  to  darkened  shroud, 
She  sighs  the  mists  which  spread  the  cloud. 

Behind  the  cloud,  in  jealous  grief, 
Her  face  is  shadowed  in  her  shame, 

Increasing  darkness  gives  relief, 

To  earth  she  sighs  her  fleeting  fame. 

The  gathering  cloud  bands  hide  her  light, 

And  threatening  rain  dews  darken  night. 

The  softest  music  of  the  wind, 

In  tremors,  bids  the  clouds  disperse; 

Until  the  waiting  watchers  find 

The  shadowed  face,  morose  and  terse. 

Yet,  while  they  gaze,  she  flees  away, 

As  Sol  proclaims  the  coming  day. 
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"ALL  THINGS  WERE  CREATED  BY  THE  SON, 
AND  FOR  HIM." 

Lost  in  immensity,  dazzled  in  splendour,  » 

As  we  the  works  of  Jehovah  behold, 

Wisdom  profound  worketh  deep  to  engender, 
Mighty  conceptions  the  mind  to  enfold. 

Gems  of  first  waters,  their  light  rays  are  blazing, 
Bright  revelations  of  wisdom  and  truth; 

Wonders  on  wonders  are  ever  amazing, 
Ages  adorning  the  beauties  of  youth. 

Heavens  of  glory,  their  star-gems  are  shining, 
Strange  hieroglyphics  their  messages  tell; 

Riseth  each  brightness  on  brightness  divining, 
Filling  the  earth  with  a  life-giving  swell. 

Wavelets  of  wavelets,  their  vapours  are  raising, 
Blessings  abounding  descend  from  the  skies, 

Sorrows  are  drowned  in  the  joy-streams  amazing, 
God's,  universe  lives  as  the  Sacrifice  dies. 

All  things  are  tending  the  grand  consummation, 
God  in  the  Human  the  Temple  Divine; 

Marvellous,  wonderful,  mighty  oblation, 

The  sunlight  of  God  shall  His  universe  shine. 


WHAT  IS  DEATH? 

Through  corruption,  from  corruption,  all  corruption 

dies, 

And  immortal  incorruption  is  the  glorious  prize; 
This  the  Moral  Law  of  God  that  takes  all  death  away, 
Till  the  universe  arise  in  one  eternal  day. 
This  material  universe  is  but  a  wave  of  death, 
In  the  sacrificial  passion  of  restoring  breath; 
God's,  own  force  of  Moral  life  in  righteous  mercy 

flies, 
Till  in  moral  struggle  dying  moral  evil  dies. 
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A  SELF   REVIEW. 

I  s.ee  myself,  and  as  I  see 
I  waken  up  to  things  unknown; 

Myself  a  cosmic  entity, 
And  seated  on  a  throne; 

A  mystery  of  soul  and  mind, 

My  higher  self  to  find. 

I  see  myself  and  called  to  think, 
What  is  this  strange  I  am? 

This  born  of  God  to  swim  or  sink, 
To  vivify  or  damn. 

And  I  behold  my  senses  span, 

God's  highest  creature,  man. 

Enthroned  a  time  the  lord  of  earth, 

To  study  and  subdue, 
To  travail  knowledge  into  birth, 

The  manhood  to  renew; 
By  education  rising  higher, 
In  soul-refining  fire. 

This  life  is  but  a  pilgrimage, 

A  sojourn  by  the  way; 
The  training  preparation  stage, 

Within  a  house  of  clay; 
My  heritage  in  Christ  to  rise 
To  mansions  in  the  sJdes. 


GOOD    FRUIT. 

How  good  the  tree  which  grows, 

The  fruit  in  season  brings; 
As  sunshine  overflows, 

And  Nature  spreads  her  wings; 
The  fruits  appear 
In  joyous  cheer. 
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But  watch  this  healthful  tree, 

Its  cells  and  vessels  told; 
The  floral  minstrelsy, 

The  luscious  fruits  to  hold. 
Can  never  grow 
Where  death  winds  blow. 

'Twas  not  the  dying  cells 

That  multiplied  the  fruit; 
Nor  even  wedding  bells 

That  made  the  blossoms  shoot; 
It  was  the  life 
Which  trilled  the  fife. 

And  so  the  human  soul 
Assuredly  must  die, 
Unless  the  life  streams  roll 
In  ever  fresh  supply, 
Eternal  bright, 
Immortal  light. 


SUNS  AND  STARS   DECLARE. 

The  suns  and  stars  in  realms  of  space, 
The  glories  of  the  heavens  grace; 
Though  million  million  miles  afar, 
The  energies  proclaim  each  star, 
The  wisdom  of  the  Holy  One, 
God's  well-beloved,  begotten  Son. 
These  wondrous  masses  as  they  shine, 
Proclaim    the    Majesty   Divine; 
Conceptions  far  from  finite  ken, 
God's  great  design  through  man  for  men; 
The  stars  of  darkness  and  of  light, 
Proclaim  their  Maker  Infinite. 

The  stars  of  darkness  are  unseen, 
But  in  their  revolutions  screen, 
The  shining  brightness  of  the  one, 
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The  gazing  student  gazes  on. 

These  double  stars  in  wisdom  planned, 

Obey  God's  uttermost  command. 

The  nebulas,  as  clouds  of  flame, 

Declare  the  Great  Jehovah's  name; 

As  stars  upon  these  oceans  sail, 

A  stellar  universe  to  hail; 

Their  dazzling  hosts  each  moment  cry, 

The  King  of  Glory  passeth  by. 


WON    ITALIE,   MON   ITALIE. 

Mon  Italic,  Mon  Italie, 

A  land  as  fair  as  day; 
Why  s.hould  the  seven  hills  of  Rome 

Take  all  thy  light  away? 
Most  cursed  system  ever  frassed, 

To  hide  the  shining  sun; 
The  mists  accumulating  fast, 

Thy  glory  is  undone. 

Of  old  the  land  of  cruelty, 

The  stains  upon  thy  soul 
Are  rankling  into  open  wounds, 

As  further  ages  roll. 
Thy  open  wounds  as  gods  appear; 

The  sovereignty  of  men; 
The  priest,  the  prophet,  and  the  seer, 

Ask  deliverance — when? 

Mon  Italie,  Mon  Italie, 

In  priestcraft  bondage  lies; 
A  soul-destroying  infamy, 

Apollyon's  device. 
The  sacerdotal  power  grows, 

The  people  to  enchain; 
As  Judas  takes  the  kiss  of  peace, 

Instead  of  Christ  to  reign. 


208 
THE    MATERIAL    UNIVERSE. 


The  heavens  the  glory  of  the  Lord, 

The  suns  and  spheres  His,  might  proclaim, 
They  speak  His  praises  all  abroad, 

And  tell  the  splendour  of  His  Name. 
The  stars  are  lamps  to  light  the  skies., 

The  everlasting  suns  of  fire; 
The  moons  and  planets  to  apprise, 

The  loftiness  of  God's  desire. 


These  mighty  volumes,  all  attend, 

The  systems  are  one  wondrous  whole; 
The  guides  which  God  doth  condescend 

To  light  the  ages  as  they  roll. 
Incomprehensible  the  truth, 

And  yet  so  simple  and  so  plain; 
The  virgin  earth  renews  her  youth, 

Which  all  the  heavenly  hosts  sustain. 


A  queen,  she  reigns  on  royal  throne, 

The  suns  and  stars  her  service  robe; 
For  her  the  universe  doth  own, 

This  tiny  habitable  globe. 
The  master  of  the  earth  is  man, 

The  human  race,  the  I  and  you, 
Its  subtleties  in  time  to  span, 

And  all  its  energies  subdue. 


Man  is  the  agent  of  the  Lord, 

The  vitalising  heart  and  breath; 
The  soul  of  universe  abroad, 

The  living  sun  to  conquer  death. 
Shall  we  as  stars  His  glory  shine? 

His  kingdom  new  on  earth  to  raise? 
The  human  in  the  Christ  Divine, 

Caught  up  in  God's  eternal  praise. 
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CONTEMPLATION    OF    THE    OCEAN. 

Above,  the  sky  of  brightest  blue, 
Beneath,  the  ocean's  darker  hue; 
The  spreading  firmament  between, 
Displays  the  beauty  of  the  scene. 
The  s.unbeams  on  the  ocean's  face, 
Declare  the  glory  of  the  grace; 
The  working  splendours  of  the  light, 
The  wisdom  of  the  Infinite. 
The  ocean  to  the  sun  distils, 
And  firmament  with  vapour  fills; 
And  as  the  clouds  their  burden  bear, 
They  carry  blessings   everywhere. 
In  sobs  and  sighings.  to  renew, 
The  sunshine  rains  and  morning  dew; 
The  tear-drops  falling  as  they  weep, 
Bear  forth  the  message  of  the  deep. 


A    NATURE   WORKING    ECONOMY. 

Gathering  mist-clouds  freely  falling,  drop  the  drizzly 

rain, 

Giving  to  the  vegetation  life  and  strength  again; 
Listen  to  the  tuneful  murmur,   as  the  rain-drops 

pour, 

Chords   of  music  upward  pressing,   onward    ever- 
more; 
Tribute  from  the  mighty  ocean  spanning  sea  and 

land, 

Watering  the  thirsty  meadows  in  Divine  command; 
Marvellous  the  carrying  forces  which  the  bearers 

play, 

Moving  units  of  the  ocean  waters  into  spray; 
Pouring  forth  to  mighty  rivers,  droppings  from  the 

skies, 
Mists  and  morning  dews  commingling  in  a  sweet 

surprise; 

Clothing  all  the  earth  with  green, 
Painting  heaven  on  the  scene. 
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LLANELLY  DELL,  BRYNMAWR,  SOUTH  WALES. 

The  glories  of  Llanelly  Dell, 
We  happy  children  loved  so  well, 
The  clifts,  precipitous  and  s,teep, 
Where  everlasting  memories  sleep; 
Where  bright  green  spleenworts  flock, 
In  well-worn  crevices  of  rock; 
And  hyacinths  and  bluebells  gay, 
Announce  the  coming  month  of  May. 
The  primroses,  with  scent  so  sweet, 
The  bright  red  lychnis,  florets  greet, 
And  bladder  ferns,  their  fronds  so  fair, 
With  bladder  campions  dewdrops  share; 
The  foxglove  'mid  the  brachen  hides, 
And  golden  galium  creeping  bides. 

The  trickling  stream  takes  leaps  and  bounds, 

The  music  of  its  gurgling  sounds; 

The  golden  saxifrage  appears, 

To  spread  abroad  the  midnight  tears; 

The  mountain  tor  Silurian  shales, 

An  age  to  which  the  present  pales; 

The  mighty  spirits  of  the  past 

Reveal  their  energies  so  vast; 

Above  these  old  foundation  beds, 

The  iron  ore  in  volumes  spreads, 

Where  ancient  forests  faced  as  coal, 

Spread  forth  their  wealth  to  cheer  man's  soul. 

A  moment  think,  this  beauty  spot, 
The  miracles  of  old  forgot: 
The   face  is-  changing  as  we  say, 
The  coal  unearthed,  to  pass  away; 
Where  is  to-day  Llanelly  Dell, 
We  happy  children  loved  so  well? 
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THE   BRITISH   NATION. 

The  greatest  empire  of  the  sons  of  men, 
The  gift  of  God  for  world-wide  liberty; 

Accept  our  thanks,  our  gracious  Father,  when 
In  Thine  own  grace  we  humbly  worship  Thee. 


Let  "Freedom"  be  our  watchword  to  the  world; 

The  right  to  guard  the  rights  of  every  man; 
The  liberty  by  Britain's  flag  unfurled, 

For  righteousness  and  truth  the  world  to  span. 


Bid  us  as  rulers  'mid  the  tribes  of  earth, 
To  charm  the  nations  into  bonds  of  peace; 

The  sacred  flag  of  our  Redeemer's  birth, 

To  herald  forth  till  war  and  strife  shall  cease. 


Bid  us  to  love,  as.  we  beloved  would  be, 
In  kindnesses  where  perfect  love  is  found; 

Thou  God  of  love  that  we  may  follow  Thee, 
Till  blessings  of  true  righteousness  abound. 


As  floods  of  knowledge  science  doth  unfold, 
May  higher  inspirations,  arts  inspire; 

The  heart  and  mind  and  soul  and  strength  enrolled, 
To  lead  the  nations  fanned  with  living  fire. 


Bid  every  man  arise  the  light  to  shine, 
The  higher  soul  of  life  and  light  and  love, 

The  spirit  re-creating  power  divine, 
The  radiations  from  the  throne  above. 


Eternal  God,  let  Britain's  empire  be, 

The  triumph  of  the  God-Man  men  to  raise; 

The  everlasting  song  of  peace  and  purity, 
The  Israel  of  the  Lord  to  God's  own  prais-e. 
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NATURE'S    LOVELINESS. 

I  never  saw  the  pretty  flowers 
Look  half  so  beautiful  as  now; 

The  graceful  touch  of  Nature's  bowers, 
Which  to  the  gentle  breezes  bow; 

The  fragrance,  beauty  so  entrancing, 

The  rush  of  glory  so  enhancing. 

The  miracles  of  insect  flight, 

The  graceful  glamour  of  their  wings, 

Musi  fill  the  student  with  delight, 
The  harmony  which  Nature  sings; 

The  butterflies  in  fairy  flittings, 

Or  'mid  the  blossoms  sunshine  sittings. 

The  birds  in  gaudy  colours  gay, 

In  evolutions  cut  the  air; 
While  Nature  songsters  trill  the  lay, 

In  notes  of  music  everywhere; 
The  joyousness  of  beauty  ringing, 
The  rhapsodies  of  Nature  singing. 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  WOMANHOOD. 

Who  can  a  woman  understand? 

Is  hers  a  beauty  overmanned, 

Or  love  that  whispers  "Peace,  be  still," 

When  anxious  cares  man's  burden's  fill? 

Is  hers  to  comfort  and  to  pray, 

To  love  and  honour  and  obey, 

Or,  adding  more  to  Eden's  guilt, 

To  change  her  standard  gold  to  gilt? 

To  love  as  wife  she  needeth  brains; 

Brown  sugar*   some  affection  gains. 

A  moment  pleasant  to  the  taste, 

Molass.es  simply  goes  to  waste. 

To  balance  brains  there  must  be  heart 

And  grace  to  play  the  better  part; 

A.  temper   dignified,   serene, 

To  rule  her  household  as  a  queen. 
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There's  no  mistake,  extremes  may  meet 
Within  that  temple,  woman  sweet. 
Upon  her  household  she  may  shine 
A  happiness  and  breath  divine. 
A  woman  such  we  call  a  gem, 
The  king,  her  husband's  diadem; 
But  when  she  seeks  the  man  to  level, 
Then  woman  is  a  perfect  devil. 
*A  certain  philosopher   once  termed  his  wife 
'brown  sugar" — she  was  sweet  but  unrefined. 


EASTER  SUNDAY,  MARCH  28,  1910. 

He  is  risen,  all  the  hosts,  of  heaven  cry, 
Christ  is  Victor,  bid  the  glorious  tidings  fly; 
Mighty  triumph,  for  the  Lion  overthrows, 
in  His  wisdom,  all  the  tactics  of  His  foes; 
He  is  risen,  bid  the  univers-e  resound, 
For  the  human  race  there  is  a  Saviour  found. 

Hell  is  conquered;  God  from  them  His  kingdom  won; 
Snatched  from  Satan  by  the  prowess  of  the  Son; 
Son  of  God,  and  Son  of  Man,  the  victory 
By  His  mighty  arm  alone  in  strength  could  be; 
Bonds  and  seals  are  broken,  and  the  empty  tomb 
Shows    the   hosts   of   hell   their   helpless,    hopeless 
doom. 

Righteousness  has  triumphed,  mystery  divine, 
From  the  depths  of  darkness  rose  the  Sun  to  shine; 
Roman  guards  affrighted,  Roman  courage  fled, 
In  the  cowardice  of  men  and  demons  dead; 
Triumphing  o'er  hell,  shining  forth  the  day, 
As  to  His  command  the  stone  is  rolled  away. 

'Tis  the  Son  of  Man,  the  Human  Photosphere, 
God's  own  temple,  in  the  risen  Manhood  here; 
All  the  death  of  human  sin  upon  Him  laid, 
Full  atonement  by  His  death  by  Christ  is  made. 
Reigning  King  on  earth  His  triumphs  to  declare, 
Bids-  His  followers  in  love  proclaim  Him  everywhere. 


214 

He  is  risen;  witnesses  beheld  Him  rise; 
Dropping  blessings  in  His  transit  to  the  skies; 
Angels  waiting,  herald  Him  their  Sovereign  King, 
Kis  re-entrance  into  heaven  louder  sing; 
Seated  is  the  Lord  to-day  upon  His  throne, 
Perfecting  the  kingdom  God  in  Him  doth  own. 


PEACE,  PERFECT  PEACE. 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  the  gift  of  God  alone, 
An  atmosphere  descending  from  the  throne, 
The  Holy  Paschal  Lamb,  the  Man  Divine, 
Reveals  to  men  God's,  moral  truth  to  shine; 
The  Living  Sun  shines  forth  the  flames  of  light, 
The  firmament  declares  the  Infinite. 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  the  zephyrs  waft  apace, 

To  breathe  upon  the  soul  God's  wondrous  grace, 

The  breath  of  God,  upon  the  breezes  borne, 

Awakes  the  spirit  to  the  waking  dawn; 

As  softest  blue  distils  celestial  skies, 

The  opening  day  constrains  the  soul  to  rise. 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  God  floods  the  human  soul, 
The  light  diffusing  beams  in  radiance  roll; 
His  life  He  breathes  into  the  human  breast, 
And  calls  the  spirit  unto  perfect  rest; 
On  earth  the  power  subdues  each  waking  strife, 
A  river  flowing  to  eternal  life. 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  God  in  His  love  has  smiled, 

For  man  is  God's  in  Jesus  reconciled; 

God's  universe  reveals,  the  glassy  sea, 

The  Son  of  God  gives  immortality; 

Peace,  perfect  peace;  all  death  is  swept  away 

In  glorious  sunshine  of  eternal  day. 
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THE  DESIGN  OF  THE  UNIVERSE. 


The  Great  Creator's  wonderful  design, 

In  subtle  skill  was  wondrously  wrought: 
His  purposes  appear  in  every  line, 

The  plan  and  scheme  to  every  purpose  thought. 
We  see  His  preparations  for  campaign, 

A  storage  of  assembled  energy; 
His.  treasure  troth  in  bondage  to  sustain, 

His  purposes  to  their  utility. 
Minutest  details  all  have  been  prepared, 

Designs  elaborated  long  ago; 
Conceptions  pregnant  in  the  womb  declared, 

Which  in  their  birth  God's  revelations  show. 
The  universe  was  fashioned  as  a  span, 

Almighty  wisdom  in  His  own  decree; 
Creations  perfected  to  herald  man, 

In  God's  own  Image  to  created  be. 
I  search  the  key-note,  seek  the  key  to  find; 

It  is  amid  the  desolating  strife, 
Endowment  of  the  human  creature,  mind, 

Enrolment  into  God's  own  Holy  Life. 
In  Human  Temple  God  came  down  to  dwell, 

To  fill  humanity  with  Deity; 
A  kingdom  rising  to  the  joyous  swell, 

God's  kingdom  called  to  immortality. 


THE  FLOWER  SONQ. 


The  pretty  flowers  in  Nature  free, 
More  glorious  in  captivity; 
The  sunshine  glow  in  every  hue, 
As  greets  the  sun  the  morning  dew, 
In  brilliancy  of  soul  display, 
The  rhapsodies  of  opening  day. 
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Their  colours  are  so  full  and  bright, 
Reflected  rays  of  softer  light; 
The  depths  of  blue  the  violets  know, 
The  red  rays  tint,  the  purple  glow: 
The  glories  of  the  virgin  rose, 
The  dancing  life-stream  overflows. 

But  'midst  deliciousness  of  bloom, 

Entranceth  more  the  sweet  perfume, 

As  subtle  fairy  flutters  rise, 

To  garden  Earth  a  paradise 

The  soul  that  floats  from  heaven's  showera, 

Displays  the  beauty  of  the  flowers. 


AN  EARLY  SPRING. 

The  woods  are  alive,  the  flowers  are  gay, 
And  happy  are  the  lambs  at  play; 
The  sun  is  shining  on  the  scene, 
Over  a  landscape  bright  and  green; 
The  roses  sweetly  perfume  the  air, 
And  the  birds  are  singing  everywhere. 

The  zephyrs  are  fanning  the  clear  blue  sky, 

The  silent  light  beams  gliding  by, 

As  smiles  to  Earth  the  gracious  sun, 

In  its  canopy  of  glory  won; 

As  joyously  the  fairies  sing 

The  beauties  of  the  early  Spring. 

Oh,  stay,  sweet  Spring,  for  ever  stay, 

And  bid  all  sadness  flee  away. 

Why  but  a  moment  linger  here, 

To  welcome  each  returning  year? 

We  ask  a  long-abiding  peace, 

Where  Spring  shall  never  wane  nor  cease. 
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DIVINE  LIGHT. 

How  beautiful  the  dawn, 

When  Jesus  gives  the  light, 
That  shines  the  opening  morn, 

So  gloriously  bright. 
Trilled  by  His,  quickening  rays, 

The  flowers  of  heaven  bloorn, 
And  in  the  peaceful  lays 

Give  forth  the  sweet  perfume. 

The  Sun  Divine  ascends 

To  span  the  human  skies; 
The  firmament  transcends, 

Immortal  glories  rise. 
In  heaven's  atmosphere, 

Love's  inspirations  kiStS, 
And  ecstasies  appear, 

In  rhapsodies  of  bliss. 

A  softness  fills  the  air, 
To  drop  refreshing  dew, 

And  brightness  everywhere 
Intensifies  the  blue. 

It  is  a  heaven  below, 

The  Saviour  doth  inspire, 

When  every  heart  doth  know, 

The  altar  all  on  fire. 


A  SURVEY  OF  NATURE. 

Lost  in  immensity,  dazzled  with  splendour, 

As  we  the  works  of  Jehovah  behold; 
Wisdom  profound,  sinking  deep  to  engender, 

Mighty  conceptions  the  mind  to  enfold. 
Gems  of  first  water,  the  light  rays  are  flashing, 

Vast  revelations  of  wisdom  and  truth, 
Wonder  of  wonders,  for  ever  amassing, 

Ages  adorning  the  freshness  of  youth. 
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Heavens  of  glory,  the  star  gems  are  shining, 

Strange  hyeroglyphics  their  messages  tell; 
Riseth  each  brightness,  o'er  brightness  divining, 

Filling  the  Earth  with  the  zephyrs  that  swell; 
Wavelets  of  wavelets,  the  vapours  are  rising, 

Blessings  abounding  descend  from  the  sties; 
Sorrows  transformed  into  joy  streams  amazing, 

As  the  Redeemer  in  Sacrifice  dies. 

All  things  are  trending  the  great  transformation, 

God  fills  the  Human,  the  Temple  Divine; 
Wonderful,  mighty,  amazing  salvation, 

Infinite,  Holy,  the  Sun  rays  that  shine; 
Sharers  immortal,  God's  kingdom  arising, 

God  of  His,  fulness  of  riches  shall  give, 
Mystery,  mysteries  ever  surprising, 

Those  who  are  called  to  eternally  live. 


THE  FLOWERS. 

Beautiful  flowers,  created  to  be 
Breathings  of  light  continuously; 
Tinted  with  colour  so  perfect  and  fair, 
Harmonies  breathing  everywhere; 
Sunbeams,  from  heaven,  gentle  and  kind,    f 
Messages  cheering  soul  and  mind. 

Nurselings  from  Eden,  smiles  from  the  sun, 

Kisses  of  truth  for  humanity  won, 

Wishing  good  morning  when  covered  with  dew, 

Fresh  from  the  vault  of  the  firmament  blue. 

What  a  profusion  of  habit  and  dress, 

Soul  love  abounding,  s-pirits  to  bless! 

Flowers  are  sunbeams  to  give  us  good  cheer, 
Fragrance  distilling  or  dropping  a  tear, 
Glory  of  weddings  and  service  of  tombs — 
Short  their  existence,  but  lovely  their  blooms. 
Give  me  the  flowers,  created  to  be 
Breathings  of  light  continuously. 
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EVENTIDE. 

On  the  27th  May,  the  date  of  the  battle  of  the 
Baltic  Sea  fleet  with  Japan,  the  sky  was  strangely 
pictured.  Clouds,  with  an  ashy  grey,  tinting  a  weird 
green,  were  conspicuous  over  the  sunset,  as  if  to 
symbol  Russia's  dying  struggle. 

Yonder,  in  the  Eastern  sky, 
Fleecy  clouds  are  sailing  by. 
Sol's  departing  glory  streams 
Floods  of  light  in  softest  beams; 
Lighting  up  Earth's  mourning  shroud, 
Quivering  each  darkening  cloud, 
Deepen  crimsons,,  swathed  with  blue, 
Violet  and  purple  hue; 
Pretty  pinks,  unfolding  plays, 
Passing  into  rosine  rays. 
Golden  red  etched  lines  of  light 
Tremble  forth  the  mists  to  sight, 
Toning  into  yellow  gray, 
As  the  light  beams  fade  away. 

Just  above  the  sunset  glow 
Tears  of  earth  commence  to  flow; 
Films,  of  gray  her  sorrows  screen, 
Misery  depicted  green. 
Vain  the  smiles,  and  sighs,  and  tears, 
Night  comes  on,  Sol  disappears. 


THE  REST  IN  JESUS. 

When  weary,  and  lonesome,  and  sad, 
And  anxious,  by  burdens,  oppressed, 

Arise,  and  rejoice,  and  be  glad, 
For  Jesus  invites  you  to  rest. 

When  sins  bring  their  darkness  and  shame, 
The  soul  in  its  sorrow  distressed, 

The  Sacrifice,  always  aflame, 
Is  offering  pardon  and  rest. 
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When  poor  is  the  service  we  bring, 

And  faith  is.  too  feeble  to  test, 
His  triumph  in  thankfulness  sing, 

And  in  Him  as  Conqueror  rest. 
When  small  are  the  profits  we  yield, 

Our  works  lacking  action  and  zest, 
Remember,  the  Lord  is  a  Shield, 

And  in  His  protection  is  rest. 

The  struggle  is  labour  and  strife, 

The  faithful  shall  surely  be  blest; 
In  Him  is  the  fulness  of  life, 

In  Him  is  the  haven  of  rest. 
The  Fountain  a  life-stream  shall  flow, 

To  all  that  abide  on  His  breast, 
Until,  as  Himself,  they  shall  grow, 

Eternally  with  Him  to  rest. 


THE  DUAL  LOVE  SONG. 

When  noble  youth  and  maiden  miss 
The  sunshine  of  the  morning  kiss, 
When  zephyrs  trembling  in  the  trees 
Refuse  to  whisper  love  to  these, 
No  wonder  that  the  twain  are  sad, 
And  love's  awry,  the  hearts  feel  bad. 

The  sweetest  goal  of  human  life 
Is  soul  to  soul  love,  man  and  wife, 
As  angels  view  the  happy  pair, 
And  see  the  confidences  there: 
It  is  the  shadow  of  that  kiss, 
Eternal  joy,  immortal  bliss. 

Ye  lovers,  let  your  hearts  be  true, 
As  your  award  descends,  on  you. 
Bid  selfishness  ne'er  find  a  place, 
To  happiness  arid  joy  erase. 
But  in  the  light  of  heaven  above, 
Drink  deeper  draughts  of  holy  love. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN'S  CONSECRATION. 

Jesug,,  Saviour,  let  me  be 
Consecrated  all  to  Thee. 
Helpless,  guilty,  and  undone, 
Thou  my  death  reprieve  hath  won. 
Let  me  in  Thy  love  abide, 
On  Thy  Altar  crucified. 

Thou  alone  my  cause  canst  plead, 
Ever  for  me  intercede; 
Save  me  in  the  dying  strife, 
By  the  inflow  of  Thy  life, 
Till  I  know,  in  heaven  above, 
All  the  ocean  of  Thy  love. 

Holy  Spirit,  love  Divine, 
All  Christ's  light  in  mercy  shine; 
Minister  of  Christ  on  earth, 
Bring  me  to  the  second  birth; 
Born  of  water,  draw  me  nigher, 
Breath  of  life  and  cleansing  fire. 

Kindle  in  my  heart  the  flame, 
Which  reveals  Christ's  hidden  Name; 
Cleanse  my  follies  and  my  sin, 
All  the  wealth  of  Christ  to  win; 
As  I  Thy  communion  share, 
Every  breath,  a  praise  and  prayer. 


THE  ORGAN  SONG. 

So  softly  plays  the  player, 

The  tender  whispers  call, 
The  harmonies  embracing    ' 

Vibration  waves  that  fall, 
Until  the  distant  echoes, 

As  sobbing  plaintive  sighs, 
Each  wave  note,  sounding  fainter, 

Reverberating,  dies. 
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But  listen,  keenly  listen, 

The  whisperings  return, 
Intensity  of  pathos, 

The  volumes  that  they  yearn; 
In  soundings,  growing  louder, 

The  pleading  passions  roll, 
Accumulating  faster, 

The  unction  of  the  soul. 

The  player's  inspirations 

Are  welling  up  from  sleep, 
As  fairy  divinations 

Around  the  passions  weep; 
They  rush  in  swelling  chorus, 

Or  drop  in  a  refrain, 
Returning  in  the  pathos, 

To  flutter  forth  again. 

We  listen  to  the  voices.. 

The  hallelujah  song; 
The  breath  of  heaven  rejoices, 

To  breathe  the  notes  along. 
Ah!  surely  this  is  music, 

When  men  and  women  kneel, 
Before  the  Great  Creator, 

To  breathe  the  soul  they  feel. 


JUSTICE  AND  LOVE. 

Righteousness  can  never,  never, 

Bid  the  unforgiven  live; 
Love,  in  uttermost  endeavour, 

Dare  not  absolution  give, 
Till  upon  atoning  Altar, 

All  the  death  is  satisfied; 
Moral  Law  can  never  falter — 

Death's  corruption  must  abide. 
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Justice  only  can  be  holy  •"' 

When  love  shares  its  perfect  work, 
Absolutely,  al-ly,  whole-ly, 

It  must  never  duty  shirk; 
But  in  soft  cadenzas  pleading, 

Love  trills  into  grandest  swell, 
Mercy  finite  creatures  needing, 

Wisdom  doeth  all  things  well. 

As  the  wrath  the  Surety  kindles, 

Justice  melts  in  flames  of  love; 
Righteousness  with  peace  commingles., 

Mercy  droppeth  from  above. 
God  in  death  for  ever  liveth, 

Until  death  no  more  shall  be, 
As  the  Sun  Immortal  giveth 

Life  and  immortality. 


THE  SCIENCE  STUDENT. 

Nature,  so  entrancing,  as  a  passion  fills 
All  my  rising  fountains,  all  my  flowing  rills; 
Breathe  her  placid  zephyrs,  learn  her  soul's  delight, 
Rising  from  the  creature  to  the  Infinite. 

God,  the  Son,  Messiah,  glorifies  His  Name, 
Passion  of  His  Being,  rising  into  flame; 
Goeth  forth  Creator,  victory  to  win, 
To  create  and  bring  His  new-born  kingdom  in. 

In  the  firmament  of  Nature  God  appears, 
Human  Advocate  and  Mediator,  Jesus  nears, 
In  the  Majesty  and  splendour  of  His  reign, 
Pleading  with  the  manhood,  righteousness  to  gain. 

In  His  Sovereign  duties,  God  His,  life  stream  gives, 
All  the  man  preparing,  as  the  creature  lives, 
Soul  and  mind  evolving  in  Diviner  flights, 
Rising,  surely  rising,  to  immortal  heights. 
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THE  ROSE. 

The  neart  of  the  rose  doth  unfold, 
As  blushes  the  bud  to  the  sun, 

A  story,  so  often  retold, 
Of  beauty  and  purity  won. 

The  sunlight  a  rhapsody  fills, 

The  zephyrs  their  breezes  prepare; 

The  otto  aroma  distils, 

And  the  perfume  filleth  the  air. 

The   sun's  warm  breath   fans   the   flower, 
Adorning  the  petals  with  light, 

Till  every  rose  in  the  bower 
Is,  coloured  exceedingly  bright. 

In  the  dawn  the  bud  drinks  the  dew, 
And  slowly  the  petals  disclose, 

As  the  sun  enhances  the  blue, 

And  whispers,  "My  beautiful  rose." 


CAN  MAN,  BY  SEARCHING,  FIND  GOD? 

Can  man  by  searching  find  the  Deity? 

Or  dare  approach  Eternal  Majesty? 

Ere  he  approach,  the  atmosphere  of  death 

Must  paralyse  the  heart,  and  steal  the  breath 

When  fools-  and  idiots  ask  if  God  can  be, 
The  Mighty  Monarch  of  Eternity 
Their  being  shrivels*  as  the  busks  of  corn, 
Of  substance  emptied,  and  of  means  forlorn. 

Yet  God  declares  Himself  to  waiting  mind, 
In  words  of  wisdom  wondrously  defined; 
In  every  sunlit  ray  His  truth  reveals, 
And  lowly  creature  heart  the  influence  feels. 
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The  Moral  Law  His.  character  proclaims, 
As  justice  rules  in  love's  white-heated  flames; 
Almighty  strength  declares  His  Sovereign  Hand, 
And  worlds  and  systems  rise  at  His  command. 

His  wisdom  bids  the  univers-e  display, 
Himself  Originator,  and  the  Way, 
Man  to  prepare,  in  purity  to  rise 
To  new  creation  in  immortal  skies. 


SKY  SCENE  AT  CABOOLTURE. 

It  seemed  as  if  a  mighty  host, 

In  cavalry  array, 
Were  galloping  in  anger  mad, 

On  horses,  white  and  grey. 
The  steeds  were  lathered  with  white  foam, 

A  mingled  phalanx  massed, 
And  feats  of  horsemanship  were  shown, 

As  valiant  horsemen  passed. 

Between  the  warrior  hosts  opposed, 

Artillery  appeared, 
Progressive  fight  proceeded  forth, 

As  shown  when  smoke  rifts,  cleared. 
Increasingly  the  rising  clouds 

In  denser  darkness  spread, 
Indicative  of  funeral  shouds, 

A  mourning  for  the  dead. 

The  battle  scene  was  changing  fast, 

As  fighting  lines  drew  nigher, 
Till  banks  of  smoke  were  lighted  up 

By  tongues  of  lurid  fire. 
The  upper  stratum,  bordered  by 

A  border  silver-lined, 
Until  the  battle  rolled  away, 

As  incidents  combined. 
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THE  ANTS  AND  THE  BUTTERFLIES. 

How  wonderful  is  Nature — and  mysterious! 

The  ants  have  been  proclaimed  to  be  a  feeble  folk. 
My  readers  question;  ask  me  am  I  serious, 

Or  simply  holding  forth  to  them  a  clever  joke? 
Upon  some  wattle  bushes.,  where  the  gum  tears  ooze, 

The  ants  in  fighting  order  levy  all  their  troops; 
The  regiments  as  sentinels  their  powers  use, 

And,  martialled,  march  along  in  military  groups. 
Surrounded  by  each  group,  a  caterpillar  lay, 

So  helpless,  sluggish,  innocent,  without  a  care; 
The  ants  were  gently  tickling  it,  as  if  in  play, 

Antennae  moving  altogether,  everywhere. 
You  are  our  slaves,  they  trend,  designed  to  give  and 
take  ; 

As  we  yourselves  protect,  consider  us  and  pour 
Your  overplus  of  sweets,  digestive  fluids  make. 

We  offer  you  protection;   refund  us  from  your 

store. 
The  worms  were  neither  terrified,  nor  yet  annoyed, 

But  passive,  basking,  lay,  or  fed  upon  the  leaves; 
In  fact,  the  tickling  touch  they  very  much  enjoyed, 

As  when  the  tremblings  of  delight  the  hungry  soul 

receives. 
The  little  ants  their  energies  in  duty's  roll 

Had  trilled  into  their  hosts,  as  by  electric  flow; 
Reanimating  strength  had  gus-hed  from  every  poll, 

To  vitalise  and  make  the  cateroillers  grow. 
The  solar  beams  of  light,  in  multi  -triune  rays, 

Were  giving  to  each  grub  fresh  str  res  of  creature 

health, 
To  soon  evolve  the  butterfly,  a  prism'd  blaze 

Of  mingled  blue  and  violet  amethystine  wealth. 
The  ants,  as,  faithful  guards,  took  charge  by  night 
and  day, 

Until  each  caterpiller  had  its  lawful  size  attained; 
And  then  they  nurs,ed  the  invalid  that  helpless  lay, 

And   round   the   sleeping  chrysalis    their    watch 
maintained. 

•         *         * 
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Earth's  pleasures  end:  one  bright  and  shining  morn, 
The  chrysalis  burst  forth  a  gaudy  butterfly. 

The  ants  were  desolate,  and  saddened,  and  forlorn; 
The  treasure,  lost,  had  flown  into  the  bright  blue 
sky. 


MAY  MORTALS  SING? 

Are  mortals  justified  to  sing  a  song  s,o  sweet? 

Or  join  in  choruses,  the  heavenly  lays? 
A  little  lower  than  the  angels:  is  it  meet 

That  man  should  share  in  the  Creator's  praise? 
The  heavenly  hosts  in  raptured  joys  invite 
The  song,  of  men  to  share  in  their  delight. 


Man  is  endowed  with  all  the  gifts  of  song; 

Arise  and  teach  the  children  what  to  sing, 
Until   from   every  nation,   people,   tongue, 

The   multitudes  their  heart  thankgivings  bring, 
To  make  the  universal  song  complete, 
And  lay  the  tribute  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 


Sing  God's  own  love,  and  blessings  numberless, 
His,  firmament  of  life  abounding  free, 

His  own  vibrationed  breath  to  bless, 
His  own  blue  sky  to  immortality. 

For  ever  sing  the  Saviour's  wondrous  love, 

The  canopy  of  heaven  arching  from  above. 


Sing,  sing  with  us,  ye  hosts  of  heaven,  sing. 

The  Lord  Almighty:  He  is  God  indeed. 
Men  are  redeemed;  your  choicest  anthems  bring; 

In  God's  own  Lamb,  the  sons  of  men  are  freed. 
Let  men  and  angels  joys  of  gladness  raise, 
Eternal  choruses  of  endless  praise. 
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IS  THE  SOUL  IMMORTAL? 

Some  call  the  soul  immortal,  but  forget  to  say, 

"Wherein  the  life  flame  lies." 
The  soul  is  but  the  life,  called  by  God  to  play, 

Eternally  to  rise; 
But  when  the  life  is  lost — irreparable  cost — 

The  soul  that  sinneth  dies. 

Some  call  the  soul  immortal:  death  is  everywhere; 

Corruption,  darkness,  fears. 
All  human  life  on  Earth  is  full  of  troubled  care, 

This  Earth  a  vale  of  tears; 
It  cannot  be  a  lie:  the  human  race  did  die, 

And  death  to-day  appears. 

Of  all  the  Human  Race,  the  Adam  from  above 

Hath  immortality; 

And  He  alone,  the  Fount  of  Life,  the  world  doth 
move, 

Revitalising  Sea; 
To  compass  every  man,  to-day  He  works  His  plan, 

All  may  immortal  be. 


THE  RED  SEA. 

The  Red  Sea  wavelets  in  their  currents  sweep 
The  denser  waters  of  the  briney  deep — 
A  shut-up  ocean,  where  can  rever  flow 
The  river  s-treams,  fresh  water  to  bestow. 
Evaporation  ever  doth  arise, 
In  vapour  clouds,  to  cool  the  sultry  skies — 
An  ennui  basin  of  condensing  brine, 
Unless  refreshing  rains  more  drops  assign. 
The  sun  was  shining  on  the  placid  seas, 
As  fairy  ripples  fluttered  to  the  breeze; 
His  light  bespangled  each  receding  crest, 
With  silver  diadem  upon  its  breast, 
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A  looking-glass  the  picture  to  define. 
As  from  a  furnace  did  the  metal  shine, 
While  million  faces  spangled  to  the  light, 
They  gave  a  glory  glare  exceeding  bright. 


THE  FASHION  OF  THE  EARTH'S  CREATION. 

Universal  and  eternal  was  God's  heaven  of  life  and 

light, 

Till  diabolos  rebellion  fought  the  Infinite; 
Then  the  holy  heaven  darkened,  death  in  wrath  had 

entered  in, 
Till  Diviae  Oblation  given  cleansed  away  the  sin. 

In  His  Majesty  arising,  God  the  Son  omnipotent, 
Broken  hearted,  His  blood  pouring,  to  the  altar  went; 
As  the  wrath  on  Him  descended,  all  the  fury  was 

consumed, 
Smoke,   from  off  the  Altar  rising,  death  and  hell 

entombed. 

In  the  as.hes  from  the  Altar  mighty  energies  ap- 
peared, 

While  the  fury  of  the  burning  round  the  Altar 
veered; 

God  the  Son  and  High  Priest  rising  held  the  all- 
consuming  fire, 

As  the  molten  lava  hissing,  gases  leaping  higher. 

In  His  might  He  all  restrained  them,  ushered  matter 

into  birth, 

Built  the  universe  majestic,  nurturing  the  earth; 
His  creation  of  creations  was  a  miracle  divine, 
Rising  universe  of  matter  flashing  light  to  shine. 

Galaxies  of  suns  and  systems  rose  evolving  heated 

flame; 

For  the  revelation  witnessed  the  Creator's  Name, 
As  the  fiery  forces  slackened  water  forces  came  to 

reign, 
Till  the  Earth's  fit  habitation  welcomed  life  again. 
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Through  the  ages  all  progressive  death  was  ever- 
more restrained, 

In  His  march  the  Mighty  Captain  perfect  footing 
gained, 

Till  to-day  the  earth  is  peopled,  struggling  in  the 
mortal  strife, 

Death  enchained,  in  life  abundant,  to  immortal  life. 


BIRTHDAY  SONG. 

Three  score  and  ten,  the  years  to-day, 

The  age  of  man; 
Or,  for  a  special  work  or  strength, 

Brief  added  span. 

But  ah!  the  more  the  creature  tries-, 
'Tis  only  vanity  and  lies. 

On  looking  back  the  sailing  line — 

This  vale  of  tears — 
The  voyage  of  life  we  would  define 

As  hopes  and  fears 

The  waves  and  storms,  the  sunshine  calm, 
The  sufferings  and  the  mercy  balm. 

An  entity  of  universe 

For   service  great; 
My  evolution  to  rehearse, 

Fresh  life  await: 
The  ego  germ  of  precious  price, 
Beyond  all  bartered  merchandise. 

The  mystery  within  reveals 

The  Sun  Divine; 
The  One  God-Man  the  light  unseals, 

For  man  to  shine, 
Into  a  star  of  endless  blaze, 
To  God's  eternal  praise. 
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THE  SONQ  OF  THE  LARK. 


How  soars  the  lark  to  giddy  height, 

Beyond  the  quest  of  human  sight, 

Into  a  realm  of  higher  air, 

To  warble  forth  its  happy  care; 

To  tremble  forward  sweeter  notes; 

As  love  song  on  the  breezes  floats, 

The  chords  that  through  the  heavens  swell- 

A  joy  incomprehensible. 


And  yet  the  tiny  singing  bird 
Can  make  its  song  more  fully  heard; 
Its  notes  so  perfect,  every  tone 
That  fills  the  circuit  of  its  zone, 
Ecstatic  harmonies  to  greet, 
More  beautiful  and  softly  sweet 
Than  all  the  studies  of  the  years, 
Ambitious  hopes  and  falling  tears. 


Oh,  tell  your  secret,  songster  fair, 
Your  solos  in  the  upper  air; 
What  is  it  thus  your  soul  inspires, 
In  summer  day,  those  altar  fires 
Upon  your  thankful  heart  to  burn, 
Until  your  unctioned  being  yearn 
To  bodily  itself  arise 
Into  the  azure  of  the  skies? 


And  shall  not  man,  more  highly  wrought, 
Be  unto  God  in  sonship  taught, 
Remember  prayer  and  thanks  to  raise 
In  swelling  chords  of  joyous  praise, 
And  from  the  earth  to  heaven  soar, 
His  heart  and  soul  an  offering  pour, 
To  worship  in  the  courts  above, 
The  swelling  waves  of  holy  love. 
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THE  TOOWOOMBA  RANGES. 


The  mountains  stand  in  grandeur  bold, 
To  speak  of  long-gone  aeons  old; 
Confusions,  harmonies,  to  place, 
As  Nature's  mighty  works  we  trace; 
Rich  bridal  robes  the  hills  adorn, 
As  in  the  Eden's  waking  dawn. 


Horizon  spreads  her  circling  folds, 
Touched  forth  by  storms  and  glacial  colds; 
The  tors  a  watchful  silence  keep, 
Fresh  wonders  from  oblivion  leap; 
The  peaks,  which  seem  to  touch  the  skies, 
In  undulations  gently  rise. 


Unnumbered  Eucalypti  trees 
By  movements  register  the  breeze, 
And  wattles  spiced  with  sweet  perfume 
Spread  o'er  the  dells  the  gold  dust  bloom; 
The  landscape  forests  greet  the  eye, 
Reminding  of  the  years  gone  by. 


The  rolling  ranges,  one  and  all, 
From  ridge  to  ridge  in  gradients  fall; 
Rocks  broken  off  and  hurled  apace, 
As  thunderbolts  used  in  the  chase, 
Or  'gainst  some  giant  chiefs  to  score, 
The  vengeance  due  for  sins  of  yore. 


The  ravines,  winding  in  and  out, 
In  zig-zag  rollings  round  about, 
Left  banks  precipitous  and  steep, 
Where  circling  undulations  sweep 
Through  chasms  gorged  by  lava  flow, 
Amid  convulsions  long  ago. 
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Each  weird  fantastic  valley  trends 
To  wider  span  as  it  descends; 
Boulders  and  blocks  with  rounded  zone 
In  rich  supply  are  deftly  strewn, 
To  guard  festoons  of  creeping  vines, 
And  creeping  fern  which  intertwines. 

The  sandstone  rocks  are  grooved  and  worn, 
Lichens,  and  moss  their  dents  adorn; 
Unnumbered  raindrops  left  their  trace, 
And  frosts  and  winds  have  marked  a  place; 
While  lowest  life  forms  grade  away, 
The  humus  frattered  in  the  fray. 

Abysses,  tree  trunks,  resting,  span, 
In  solitudes  awaiting  man; 
Both  day  and  night  the  torrents  play, 
As  cold  by  night  and  heat  by  day, 
Prove  ciphers,  all  of  one  design: 
The  Hand  that  fashioned  is  Divine. 


SPIRITUAL  ZEPHYRS. 

The  poetry  of  life,  the  breath  of  heaven  falls, 
Too  beautiful  for  words,  the  atmosphere  enthralls; 
Its  symphonies  increase  to  harmonies  of  peace — 
It  is  the  Breath  Divine,  breathed  forth  in  human 

soul, 
The  drawings  from  above,  which  through  the  human 

roll, 
In  God's  own  wondrous  plan,  to  rescue  fallen  man. 

The  poetry  of  life  reveals  the  higher  man, 

The  soul  in  Jesus  Christ  in  God's  immortal  plan, 

The  vitalising  breath  that  triumphs  over  death. 

Am  I  allowed  one  prayer,  my  life  shall  roll 

The  breathings  of  a  never-dying  soul; 

That  soul  in  Christ,  to  God,  to  raise  eternal  praise. 
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THE  HUMAN   MESSIAH. 

The  King  in  His  strength  descends  from  His  throne; 
The  Lord,  my  Redeemer,  comes  to  His  own — 
The  glorious  Victor,  the  Shining  Sun, 
Almighty  compassion  of  mercy  won. 
The  universe  bows,  its  service  to  pour, 
A$  million  millions  praise  and  adore. 

Chorus — 

As  million  millions  praise  and  adore, 
Praise  and  adore,  praise  and  adore; 
As  million  millions  praise  and  adore. 

The  God-Man,  arrayed  in  His  robes  of  light, 

Appeareth  from  heaven,  the  Infinite; 

Salvation  in  Christ  for  every  man, 

The  fulness  of  Deity  in  a  span. 

The  night-time  is  ended;  the  perfect  day 

Is  chasing  the  darkness  and  death  away. 

Chorus. 

Arise  and  give  thanks,  again  and  again, 
The  angels  are  singing  goodwill  to  men; 
The  songs  of  the  night  hallelujahs  proclaim, 
The  peace  of  the  morning  in  Jesus  Name; 
For  men  in  the  sunlight  of  morals  know 
The  peace  of  the  river  that  love  doth  flow. 

Chorus. 

The  hosts  of  His  saints  shall  meet  in  the  air; 
His  kingdom  is  forming:  recruits  prepare. 
The  God-Man,  arrayed  in  His  robes  of  light, 
Shall  clothe  His  redeemed  ones  in  dazzling  white. 
Alive  in  the  flood  of  the  glassy  sea, 
Immortal  in  God's  eternity. 
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NIGHT-TIME. 

When  the  twilight  drops  the  curtain, 
Gems  the  crimpled  folds  with  stars, 

Love  infinite  seems  more  certain, 
Drop  apart  impeding  bars; 

Crystalled  rays  of  sparkling  light, 

Mercy's  beams  to  cheer  the  night. 

Solemn  stillness,  weirdly  lingers, 
Guerdoning  the  mighty  deep; 

Trillings  as  from  angels'  fingers 
Touch  the  human  race  to  sleep; 

Lisps  the  wind  its  softest  care, 

Silence  fills  the  midnight  air. 

Million,  million,  living  creatures 
Works  commence,  or  stay  to  rest; 

Wondrous,  laws  in  divers  features 
Earth's  dominions  invest; 

Harmonies  of  Nature's  powers, 

Music  of  successive  hours. 

Mercies  fresh  are  Earth  surrounding, 
Twinkling  night  with  beaming  rays; 

Providences  new  abounding 
Keep  unfolding,  till  ablaze; 

Darkness,  to  the  dawn  gives  way, 

Sunshine  brightens  into  day. 


A  WATCH  IN  THE  RANGES. 

Watch  the  mists  descending 
Down  the  mountain  side, 

In  the  hollows  trending, 
Longer  to  abide; 

Flimsy  floating  lightness., 

Vapourising  whteness. 
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See  the  green  leaves  glisten, 
Sighing  mid  their  fears, 

As  the  songsters  listen 
For  the  rain  that  cheers; 

Mortal  throes  abounding, 

Weeping  florets  drowning. 

Nature's  founts  are  drinking 

Bountiful  s-upply; 
Jealousies  are  sinking 

In  a  single  eye; 
Heaven  and  Earth  caressing, 
To  f>  common  blessing. 

See,  the  clouds  are  shifting, 
All  the  dulness  flees, 

Heaven's  blessings  rifting, 
Firmament  the  breeze; 

Day  and  night  for  ever 

Speak  the  one  endeavour. 


THE  SUN  STAR,  FROM  EDEN  TO  BETHLEHEM. 

In  Eden  lost,  through  humaix  fall, 
Amid  the  darkneas  of  the  night, 

Amid  the  dying  hopeless  thrall, 
God  shone  His  living  Light. 

The  Morning  Star,  the  Rising  Sun, 

In  early  ages  long  ago 
Salvation  for  the  patriarch  won, 

And  Enoch  walked  with  God  to  know. 

As  Noah's  righteous  soul  was  vexed, 
And  deluged  by  the  peoples'  sin, 

He  learned  by  faith  salvation's  text, 
For  future  world  new  life  to  win. 
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So  Abraham  beheld  the  Lord, 

When  on  his  face  the  Angel  shone — 
The  Only  True  and  Living  God, 

In  sacrifice  he  trusted  on. 

The  bond-maid,  Hagar,  in  her  need, 
In  sorrowed  tears  for  Ishmael  durst, 

The  Shining  One  to  intercede, 

To  save  her  son  from  death  by  thirst. 

At  Bethel  and  at  Penuel,  too, 

The  fainting  humbled  Jacob  saw 

The  covenant,  but  made  anew, 
In  custody  of  Moral  Law. 

In  Egypt  Joseph  saw  the  Light, 
Was  born  regenerated  man, 

Made  history  to  move  aright, 
The  Israel  of  the  world  to  span. 

Moses  beheld  the  burning  bus..h, 

And  yet  the  bush  was  not  consumed! 

But  'mid  the  grand  and  solemn  hush, 
The  Sun  Star  Light  again  resumed. 

As  all  the  Israelitish  host 

Securely  fled  from  Pharaoh's  hand, 
The  martialled  warrior's  empty  boast 

Was  buried  in  the  waves  and  sand. 

The  pillar  of  the  cloud  by  day, 
The  holy  flame  of  fire  by  night, 

Marked  out  the  safe  and  only  Way, 
The   leader***-   of  heaven's  Light 

On  Sinai's  peak  the  brightness  fell, 
Till  mountain  trembled  all  aflame, 

As  spake  the  Great  Invisible, 

His  Holy  Righteous  hidden  Name. 
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Within  the  Tabernacle  glowed 
The  glory  of  this  shining  Star; 

And  as  its  Earthly  travel  slowed, 
The  Sun  Divine  transbeamed  afar. 

As  Joshua  hailed  to  victory, 

And  Israel's  leaders  saw  the  Star, 

The  people  learned  of  Deity, 
Salvation  over  Earth  afar. 

Manoah  saw  the  glory  hide 

In  flames,  the  Angel  of  the  Lord; 

And  as     amazed,  the  suppliant  cried, 
A  promise  sealed  the  given  word. 

As  psalms,  and  prayers  the  Levites  hymn, 
And  priests  the  sacrifices  slay, 

There  rested  mid  the  Cherubim, 
Shechinah's  Holy  Presence  ray. 

The  saintly  David  saw  Earth's  King, 

A  Majesty  upon  the  Throne, 
Unnumbered  numbered  millions  sing, 

The  universe  shall  be  His  own. 

As  Solomon,  in  wisdom  wise, 

The  temple's  service  paeons  trilled, 

A  glory  cloud  was  seen  to  rise, 
And  all  the  House  was  filled. 

In  Babylon's  palace  Daniel  saw 
The  rising  kingdoms  of  the  world 

Recede  and  disappear:  the  Law, 

In  gos.pel  Star,  in  Christ  unfurled. 

Isiah,  touched  by  burning  coal, 

Beheld  the  Star,  eclipsed  in  death, 

Arise  the  Lamb  from  Human  goal, 
To  flood  the  world  the  Living  Breath. 
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Tne  times  fulfilled,  the  Sun  Star  shone, 
To  call  the  nations  of  the  Earth, 

As  sentry  angels  herald  on 

The  glory  news  of  Human  birth. 


In  Palestine  the  Star  shone  forth,  ~ 
As  love  the  holiness  constrained, 

A  sacrifice  of  priceless  worth, 

Which  life  for  million  millions  gained. 


To-day  the  Star  ascendeth  on, 
To  light  the  universe  ablaze; 

The  Living  Fountain  is  the  Sun, 

To  shine  God's  own  immortal  praise. 


NATURE  SYMBOLS. 

Every  leaf,  and  every  flower, 
Waft  a  breeze  from  Eden's  bower, 
Shadowing  a  brighter  glade, 
Where  the  flowers  never  fade; 
Every  blade  from  meadow  land, 
Every  herb  of  sylvan  strand, 
Springtime  pastures  richly  yield, 
Overflowing  jewels  sealed. 


All  the  grasses,  fresh  and  green, 
Breathe  the  breath  of  truths  unseen, 
As  the  flowers  that  bloom  thereon 
Man  unfolds,  and  soon  is  gone. 
Pass  the  summer  breezes  o'er, 
And  the  blossom  is  no  more; 
As  the  mortal  fades  and  dies, 
True  immortal  glories  rise. 
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Every  shrub  and  forest  tree 
Speaks  a  native  dignity — 
Dignity  that  testifies 
To  a  nobler  Paradise. 
All  the  powers  of  human  ken 
Point  to  future  period,  when 
All  the  dross  shall  pass  away 
In  the  bright  immortal  day. 


THE  GOD-WAN. 

Beautiful,    the    grand   conception, 
Of  the  God-Man,  Saviour,  King, 

Advocate  and  Mediator, 

Millions  of  our  Race  to  bring 

From  the  darkness  into  light — 

Children  of  the  Infinite. 

Wonderful,  the  subtle  Wisdom, 
Far  beyond  all  mortal  span, 

How  to  rescue  from  destruction, 
Fallen,  helpless,  dying  man. 

God  the  Son,  the  Lamb,  appears, 

Mightiest  of  the  Human  seers. 

Marvellous.,  the  Sunshine  glory, 
How  the  burning  light  rays  shine, 

Drawing,  melting,  energising, 
Both  the  Human  and  Divine, 

Rising  into  heaven  above, 

To  the  Kingdom  of  God's  love. 

Vast,  miraculous  the  problem, 
God's  propounded  mystery, 

Raising  from  the  hell  to  heaven, 
Millions  to  immortal  be;  '» 

Saints  and  sons  to  see  His  face, 

In  infinitude  of  grace. 
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THE  MORAL  LAW. 

The  Moral  Law,  an  ocean  vast,  sublime, 
That  holds  eternity  and  handles  Time — 
The  Law  of  God:  the  Infinite  I  am; 
The  holiness  of  God:  the  Paschal  Lamb. 
Eternal  power,  the  majesty  of  truth, 
Resplendent  in  thine  own  eternal  youth, 
That  brooks  no  stain,  and  suffers  no  decay, 
Eternal  sunshine  of  eternal  day. 

Justice  and  love  in  melting  passions  yearn. 
And  holy  fires  in  moral  beauty  burn; 
The  melting  pathos  speaks  undying  love, 
The  righteous  justice  of  God's  throne  above. 
As  justice  pleads  that  evil  deeds  shall  cease. 
The  tendernesses  of  the  love  increase, 
In  sacrificial  love  Messiah  dies, 
That  in  His  resurrection  all  may  rise. 

A  kingdom  new  in  life  again  begins, 

As  the  God-Man  the  second  life-stream  wins; 

His  justice  holds  all  evil  till  destroyed, 

And  crushes  it  to  utmost  null  and  voil. 

Immortal  breath,  immortal  life  inspires, 

Immortal  spirits  tune  immortal  lyres; 

God's  love  in  perfect  fulness  then  shall  shine, 

The  universe  immortal  and  divine. 


A  FOLKSTONE  INTERIM:  THE  MINISTER'S 
PRAYER. 

Those  everlasting  hills  I  ask  to  be 

A  shelter  haven  from  each  coming  storm; 
I  contemplate  their  vast  immensity, 

And  how  they  treasured  each  organic  form, 
Those  delicate  constructions,  of  the  past, 

The  graceful  forms  that  roamed  those   shallow 

seas, 
Or  with  the  Chalk  the  deeper  ocean  massed, 

Or  sailed  as  men  of  war  before  the  breeze. 
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The  Gault,  vast  treasure  of  organic  life, 

Where  Ammonites  in  prism'd  beauty  stay, 
And  lovely  Pectens,  free  from  toil  and  strife, 

Enjoyed  their  being,  till  they  joined  the  clay. 
The  Greensand  beds,  in  service  of  the  yeari, 

Remindful  of  the  pretty  coastal  coves, 
The  beauties  of  the  past  preserved  in  tears, 

To  mourn  the  rover  who  no  longer  roves. 

To-day  the  Folkestone  Warren  is  a  scene 

Of  wildest  beauties  of  the  long  ago; 
In  wild  confusion  centuries  have  been 

Recording  death  in  everlasting  flow. 
Rare  flowers  and  insects  now  delight  to  dwell, 

And  birds  of  passage  in  their  passage  sigh; 
A  beauty  strange  and  indescribable, 

The  past  and  present  in  the  by  and  bye. 

The  aged  minister,  whose  work  was  done, 

Obtained  his.  wish:  beside  his  wife  to  lie; 
The  twain  who  had  the  crown  of  glory  won, 

Their  bodies  rested  side  by  side  to  die. 
Where  God  the  Son,  the  Mighty  One,  the  Flame, 

Received  the  censers  of  the  s.acred  dust, 
The  cleansings  to  refine:  the  same 

In  sacred  confidence  to  keep  in  trust; 
The  cleansing  ages  do  their  perfect  work. 

In  their  Redeemer's-  everlasting  will, 
No  jot  or  tittle  of  the  Law  to  shirk, 

But  to  eternal  heaven  all  fulfil. 

30  YEARS  AFTER. 

We  visited  the  graves,  surrounded  by  the  dead, 

Two  lovely  angels,  sculptured,  spreading  o'er; 
But  ah!  the  multitudes  who  early  fled, 

The  young,  who  lost  their  body  life  before 
A  man's  allotted  time:  those  fallen  in  the  strife, 

Through  struggle  of  existence  in  these  days, 
Had  rid  them  of  the  coil  of  mortal  life, 

To  wait  the  verdict  of  Time's  dis-tant  lay§. 
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A  pretty  shrub  was  planted  o'er  the  graves, 

Geologist,  and  minister  of  truth, 
Committed  to  the  care  of  Him  Who  saves, 

By  flooding  life-stream  to  eit/rnal  youth. 
The  lowly  pair,  together  side  by  side, 

Had  left  their  tabernacles  to  decay, 
To  join  the  Church,  where  Bridegroom  meets  His 
Bride, 

To  wedding  feast  throughout  eternal  day. 
A  pair  of  charming  thrushes,  came  along 

To  nest,  and  faithful  rear  their  progeny; 
These  warbled  forth  the  sweetness  of  their  song, 

As  joys  of  heaven  over  Earth  should  be. 


Our  parents  rest:  their  outward  films  of  clay, 
While  they  themselves,  with  Christ  in  Paradise, 

Await  the  consummation  of  the  judgment  day, 
When  spirit  and  the  body  shall  immortal  rise. 


POETRY. 


Poetry  crystallises  thought, 

As  it  condenses  knowledge  wrought; 

It  captures-  ether's  sacred  fire, 

The  harmonies  that  touch  the  lyre, 

Involving  passion  in  its  flight, 

To  evolutions  of  delight. 

As  from  the  triune  gospels  roll 

The  unctions  of  the  living  soul, 

The  true  vibrations  waft  man  higher, 

And  draw  the  soul  to  heaven  nigher, 

A  kingdom  pure  from  Earth  to  raise, 

To  sing  the  Lamb's  eternal  praise; 

Immortal  praise  of  song  to  pour, 

Our  God  to  worship  and  adore. 
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THE  EARTH'S  MISSION. 

A  canopy  of  dazzling  spheres 
Around  the  solar  path  appears, 
The  heavens  guerdoning  the  Earth, 
In  honour  of  the  Human  Birth; 
Their  proclamations  all  declare, 
The  mystery  of  God  is  there. 

The  sun's  attentions  to  his  bride, 

Mid  galaxies  of  stars  are  hied; 

Increasing  splendours,  mark  his  flight 

With  coronets  intensely  bright; 

His  contour  bounds  are  flashed  with  gems, 

A  diadem  of  diadems. 

The  sun  palatial  honours  keeps, 

As  o'er  his  guerdoned  course  he  sweeps, 

Amid  the  orbs,  and  seas  of  light 

He  swings  the  system  in  his  flight, 

His  worlds  and  moons  to  ever  bear; 

But  Earth  is  his  peculiar  care. 

Amid  the  all  surrounding  space, 
Bright  tiaras  his  mission  grace, 
And  arches  round  the  Milky  Way, 
Fresh  gems  of  glory  to  display, 
While  constellations  all  rehearse 
This  jewel  of  the  universe. 

The  universe  was  planned,  laid  down. 
To  be  God's  Son's  immortal  crown, 
That  earth,  a  habitable  globe, 
With  wisdom  should  a  kingdom  robe, 
Immortal  and  eternal  Light, 
A  kingdom  in  the  Infinite. 

Around  our  system  glory  shines, 

Engraven  everlasting   lines, 

Ag,  million  suns  in  cortege  grace 

Their  distances  of  homage  place, 

That  worms  of  Earth  God  should  prepare, 

His  kingdom  and  His  throne  to  share. 
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JUDAS,  THE  SACERDOTALIST. 

The  Judas,  traitor,  man  of  old, 

His  trusted  friendship  to  enfold, 

To  wickedly  betray  his  trust, 

Is  lowest  type  of  human  dust. 

For  paltry  coins  of  silver  wrought, 

To  feign  redemption  may  be  bought. 

A  baseness  of  deceit, 

A  poisoned  counterfeit, 

Betrayal  by  a  kiss, 

Demoniac  hue  and  hiss, 

In  bleeding  token  sped, 

By  symbol  blood-stream  shed, 

Is  nought  but  vanity  and  lies, 

Of  sacerdotal  minstrelsies; 

A  newer  gospel  to  purloin, 

A  heaven  purchased  by  a  coin. 

The  Judases  to-day  are  many. 
To  deal  out  death  and  hell  to  any, 
In  a  flagrant  barefaced  lie, 
In  demoniac  subtlety, 
Professing  life,  the  living  breath, 
Assassins  dire  to  bleed  to  death. 
To  thos-e  who  worship  at  this  shrine, 
The  Anti-Christ  reigns  as  divine; 
As  Judases  the  Church  enthral, 
The  people  and  their  morals  fall. 
Fast  sinking  to  a  lower  level, 
Just  stampeding  to  the  devil, 
But  life  is  in  the  Christ  alone, 
And  heaven  is  His  kingdom's  throne. 


THE  EARTH'S  SOCIAL  AND  MORAL  UNREST. 

Why  this  terrible  unrest? 

This  pandemonium  of  the  soul? 
'Mid  highest  beings  heaven  blest, 

Why  do  the  muddy  waters  roll? 
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The  Holy  Sun  His  light  bliss  shines; 

His  life-stream  waters  are  a  &ea; 
His  tenderness  of  love  defines 

Life,  light,  and  love  eternally. 

In  Nature  thunderstorms  arise: 

The  sun  is  hidden  from  the  sight; 
Electric  darkness  fills  the  skies, 

And  day-time  trembles  into  night. 
But  this  is  night  unnatural, 

A  poison-laden  atmosphere, 
Death  overwhelming,  terrible, 

A  weight  unbearable,  severe. 

The  greatest  ills  of  human  woes 

Are  sloughings  in  the  social  air; 
Miasmata,  in  deadly  throes, 

Are  pouring  venom  everywhere, 
Contaminating  human  life, 

A  deadly  poison  to  the  soul, 
Accumulating  paui  and  strife 

In  seeking  to  destroy  the  whole. 

Can  human  skill  the  problem  solve? 

Corrupting  forces  ever  stray? 
The  bonds  of  brotherhood  dissolve, 

As  heaven's  sunshine  moves,  away. 
It  needed  flood  in  olden  time 

To  renovate  a  fallen  Earth; 
It  needed  fire,  and  pitch  and  slime, 

To  stay  more  evil  in  its  birth. 

The  Great  Creator  looks  around: 

The  Son  of  God  His  world  surveys. 
Can  righteousness  to-day  be  found? 

Has  Christianity  a  place? 
Is  it  among  the  wealthy  great? 

Who  for  their  babes,  their  substance  choose? 
Or  does  it  move  Labour's  estate? 

Who  seek  the  other  fellow's  shoes. 
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rs  there  a  congregation  known, 

A  synagogue  of  holy  mind? 
A  parliament  or  party  zone, 

Where  righteousness  we  hope  to  find? 
The  ministers  of  nations  strive 

To  angle  for  themselves,  and  friends; 
The  clergy  seek  to  keep  alive 

The  purposes  that  suit  their  ends. 

The  merchants  scheme  a  grand  purvieu, 

Ancestral  homes  and  names  to  plant; 
The  smaller  tradesmen  seek  to  brew 

Big  incomes  out  of  substance  scant; 
Employers  hold  a  tight  grip  hand, 

Their  ringing  bells  low  wages  chime; 
Employees  strength  from  work  disband, 

And  love  to  smoke  and  put  in  time. 

And  thus  and  thus  the  squabbles  rise. 

The  Labour  leaders,  war  declare, 
Till  moral  evil  fills  the  skies 

And  detonations  fill  the  air. 
The  labourers  the  towns  besiege, 

The  citizens  to  dominate, 
To  bring  the  people  to  their  liege, 

And  set  themselves  the  ruling  state. 

Alas!  alas!  the  victors  gain 

But  momentary  flush  of  pride, 
For  greater  evils  come  to  reign, 

A  deepening  Gehenna  tide. 
Warfare  and  s.trife  the  plague  instal, 

And  license  takes  the  vital  breath, 
As  cholera  demandeth  all 

The  inner  man  in  wasting  death. 

Explain,  ye  sages;  wisdom  tells. 

The  Moral  Law  the  law  lays  down; 
True  liberty,  true  friendship  spells, 

A  brotherhood  to  weave  a  crown. 
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Each  man  has  right  to  living  wage, 

Enough  for  body,  spirit,  soul. 
To  bear  in  each  advancing  stage 

Each  one  a  unit  of  the  whole. 

No  man  by  accident  of  birth  , 

Has  right  to  seize  the  nation's  wealth; 
To  lay  up  treasure  on  the  Earth, 

Or  bury  it  by  subtle  stealth. 
God  gave  the  capital  to  flow, 

That  every  man  may  have  a  share; 
The  greatest  usefulness  to  know 

In  righteous  service  everywhere. 

Impossible!  an  Earth  Commune!! 

The  human  is  a  trial  growth, 
Fair  competition  to  attune, 

And  harbour  neither  greed  nor  sloth. 
Each  person  has  a  perfect  right, 

In  righteous  price  for  duty  done, 
To  hold  a  portion  for  the  night: 

Estate  for  righteous  service  won. 

God,  the  Creator,  gives  all  gifts, 

Bestows  a  liberal  supply; 
By  interchange  division  lifts, 

That  none  be  left  to  pine  or  die. 
The  distribution  addeth  more 

As  Trade  and  Labour  service  stands., 
While  brain  and  muscles  daily  pour 

Their  work  and  strength  in  God's  commands. 

Each  person  is  responsible 

To  God,  the  Father  of  us  all, 
As  stewards  of  the  trust  to  tell, 

Our  talents,  must  expand  or  fall. 
Each  man  to  man  must  brother  be, 

His  neighbour  as  himself  respect, 
In  equal  rights  to  righteously 

The  best  advantages  select. 
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Man's  life  on  Earth  is  but  a  school 

For  education  to  a  higher, 
To  wisely  act,  or  as  a  fool, 

Blow  off  the  gases-  and  expire. 
Since  God  commands,  let  us  obey, 

In  wisdom's  ways  our  pathway  span; 
Our  strength  the  Infinite  to  pray, 

Through  Jesus  Christ,  the  One  God-Man. 


Each  one  is  called  as  heir  Divine, 

In  brotherhood  of  human  race; 
The  articles  of  life  to  sign 

By  honest  living  in  God's  grace. 
To  every  one  our  duty  do; 

This,  done  for  men,  is  done  to  God; 
This  noblest  work  to  self  is  true, 

And  spreads  a  heaven  all  abroad. 


Our  future  lies  in  human  hands; 

The  flood  and  fire  have  had  their  day. 
A  few  obey  their  Lord's  commands, 

And  help  a  time  the  plague  to  stay. 
Yet  while  the  waves  and  billows  roll, 

The  Jonahs  must  be  overcast; 
For  few  there  be  with  living  soul 

That  nail  their  colours,  to  the  mast. 


The  struggle  deepens;  choose  your  side; 

For  Armageddon's  fight  prepare; 
Impossible  to  colours  hide; 

Signs  a  coming  fight  declare. 
The  third  of  men  shall  be  destroyed, 

Demoniac  bondage  prisoners  slain, 
Till  evil  dies  in  null  and  void, 

And  righteous  peace  returns  again. 
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THE  AUSTRALIAN  SCRUB. 

In  the  scrub-land  by  the  stream, 
Nature  doth  enraptured  dream; 
Speechless  panoramic  view 
Speaks  the  wisdom  vast  and  true; 
Rich  profusion,  wild  and  free, 
Vegetation,  scrub,  and  tree; 
Plentitude  of  choicest  flowers, 
Climbers  gracing  Nature's  bowers; 
Maidenhair  and  clustered  ferns, 
Guard  the  stream  where'er  it  turns. 
As  it  makes  a  double  curve, 
These  from  duty  never  swerve. 
Creeping  vines,  asleep  at  noon, 
Sluggishly  the  boughs  festoon, 
While  the  more  ambitious  canes 
Shield  the  foliage  when  it  rains. 
Sassafras  give  odours  sweet, 
When  the  leaves  you  kindly  greet; 
Scented  pepper  trees  so  bright, 
Polished  leaves  reflect  the  light 
In  the  shade  the  lilies  hide. 
Where  the  mossy  beds  abide, 
Berries,  black,  and  red,  and  blue, 
Catch  the  early  morning  dew. 
All  the  shrubs  and  all  the  trees, 
With  the  vines  festooning  these, 
In  each  undulating  swell, 
Form  a  landscape  none  can  tell. 
Artists  never  can  narrate 
Wealth  too  vast  to  imitate, 
As  conceptions  slowly  rise, 
An  ideal  paradise. 

Here  the  butterflies  obey, 
In  the  laws  of  Nature  play, 
Gambol  to  their  soul's  delight, 
Chase  each  other  out  of  sight, 
Suddenly  to  reappear, 
Hiding  for  a  moment  near. 
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Blue  LycenidS',  many  kinds, 
Many  patterns,  many  minds, 
Each  acknowledging  its  own 
Play-place,  of  its  kind  alone. 
These  in  friendly  manner  chase 
All  intruders  from  their  space; 
Meet  as  friends  on  common  ground, 
Where  the  nectar  blooms  abound, 
Twice  a  day  to  take  a  meal, 
Or  a  visit,  when  they  feel 
In  a  socialistic  mood, 
More  for  company  than  food. 


LOSTWITH1EL,  CORNWALL. 

How  beautiful  thy  hills  conform 

To  vales,  that  lie  between, 
To  picture  to  the  waking  dawn 

A  pretty  landscape  scene; 
To  catch  the  raindrops  as  they  fall, 

Distil  the  morning  dew, 
And  give  the  draughts  to  one  and  all, 

To  bid  to  thirst  adieu. 

A  winding  river  at  their  feet, 

A  sluggish  narrow  stream, 
Between  the  banks  where  branches  meet, 

Meandering,  a  dream, 
Where  lazily  the  wily  trout 

Secures  the  careless  fly, 
And  swimming  round  and  round  about, 

As  fairies  floating  by. 

Tho  graceful  ferns,  adorn  the  ledge, 

Where  ivy  intertwines, 
A.nd  nestling  birds  securely  fledge, 

Amid  the   sweet  woodbines. 
The  lovely  flowers  profusely  grow 

In  beauty  wild  and  free, 
And  with  the  river's  ceaseless  flow, 

Speak  peace  and  harmony. 
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NO   RAIN. 

"He  shall  laugh  at  their  calamity.     He   shall 
mock  when  their  fear  cometh." 

The  clouds,  appear,  as  if  to  mock 

With  promises  of  rain, 
Repeated  hope,  repeated  shock, 

Appearances  in  vain. 
The  breezes  waft  the  mists  away, 
And  changing  forms  the  zephyrs  play. 

But  then  the  scientists  declare, 

In  learned,  stern  decree, 
Though  God  the  Lord  is  everywhere 

Obeyed  must  Nature  be; 
As  God,  His.  agency  enthroned, 
And  her  commands  supremely  owned. 

The  wise  ask  Nature's  laws  for  rain; 

As  faith  with  fiction  strives 
.    The  intellect  prostrates  its  brain, 

To  wound  itself  with  knives; 
For  Nature  answers  with  a  drought, 
Philosophers  are  strangely  out. 

The  King  beholds  man's  foolish  creed, 

Men's  studied  insults  sees, 
And  in  derision  views  their  needs, 

Their  vainly-bended  knees; 
Calamity  their  folly  shows, 
And  fear  their  wisdom  overthrows. 

'Tis  thos-e  alone  are  truly  wise, 

Who  to  Jehovah  bring 
True  prayers,  obedient  sacrifice, 

And  praises  as  they  sing; 
For  Nature's  forces  all  declare, 
44  God  hears  the  faith-believing  prayer." 
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DEATH. 

Oh  death,  sad  death,  why  did'st  thou  come, 
Montrosity  to  human  form? 
In  subtlety  of  serpent's  sting, 
Or  as  tornado  in  the  storm? 
It  is  the  bruising  of  the  heel, 
This  cemetery  of  the  dead; 
But  God,  the  Son,  victorious, 
Shall  break  and  crush  the  serpent's  head. 

Oh  death,  what  wilt  thou  be  to  me? 
Forbid  it  swamp  my  higher  life; 
And  when  this  clay  to  dust  returns, 
Release  my  spirit  from  the  strife. 
My  spirit  born  to  come  to  God, 
Blest  Saviour,  in  Thy  mercy  give, 
The  life  and  light  and  love  Divine, 
With    Thee    immortally   to    live. 

When  death  my  spirit  shall  release, 

To    meet   the    Saviour   in   the    skies, 

As  prison  bonds  asunder  fall, 

Before  the  opening  Paradise; 

Captivity  is  captive  led; 

The  angels  bear  to  endless  day, 

My  Jesus  all  my  Son  and  Light, 

My  life  and  soul,  the  Truth  and  Way. 


ON    FINDING   A    NEW    BUTTERFLY. 

LYCOENA     SGINTILLATA      (LUCAS). 

Down  among  the  Eucalypts,  'mid  the  wattles  fair, 
Where  the  golden  blossoms  float  softly  on  the  air, 
Quivering  their  golden  dust  to  the  summer  breeze, 
Making  quite  a  fairy  home  in  among  the  trees; 
There  I  found  my  oversoul,  to  my  soul's  delight, 
Raptured  by  the  paradise  of  the  golden  sight. 
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Presently  a  butterly,  scintillated  blue, 
Settled  on  a  floral  wreath,  dressed  in  nuptial  hue; 
As  amid  the  sweet  perfume  here  and  there  it  played, 
Others  in  the  dancing  sport  joined  it  in  the  raid, 
Sipping  nectar  from  the  bloom,  basking  in  the  sun 
All  their  brilliancy  of  blue  from  Dame  Nature  won. 
Some  were  wisely  paying  eggs  to  a  fresh  supply, 
In  the  lovely  golden  bloom,  lest  the  species  die. 
Floating  o'er  without  a  care,  gracefully  they  sped, 
Resting   as   their   dazzling  wings   to   the   sun  they 

spread. 

Not  a  trouble,  nor  a  sigh,  not  an  anxious  need, 
This  was  surely  Paradise,  Paradise  indeed. 

As  they  played  my  spirit  trilled,  beauties  such  as 

these 

Surely  are  the  beauty  gems  scientists  to  please. 
But  when  Adam  set  about  giving  each  a  name, 
Strange  to  say  he  missed  this  out;  beauty  lacking 

fame. 

Connoisseurs  from  every  clime  failed  to  tabulate, 
Passing  o'er  this  lovely  one  to  forgotten  fate. 
Tremblingly  I  took  the  prize,  butterfly  so  rare, 
And  at  duty's  bidding  named  this  new  species  there. 

Surely  'twas  a  Paradise,  where  the  wattles  grew, 
But  'twas  twice  the  gloryland  where  these  fairies 

flew, 
And  the  triple  coronet  sings  these  lines  to  you. 


SUNRISE  SEEKING   TO    DISPERSE  THE   CLOUDS. 

A  zone  of  fire,  in  white  light  fold, 
As  silver  shines  round  beaten  gold, 
Revealed  the  wooer's  earnest  soul, 
As  love  essayed  to  reach  its  goal; 
Sol  kissed  the  gloomy  clouds  aside, 
And  floods  of  light  proclaimed  his  bride; 
The  dens^  mist-vapours  died  away, 
And  royal  nuptials  smiled  the  day. 
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THE     FIRST    CAUSE. 

The  great  First  Cause,  the  Infinite  I  am, 
Eternal  and  Almighty  Sovereign  Kmg, 
The  Uncreated  One,  and  of  Himself  the  All 
Let  men  His  praises  and  His  glory  sing. 

The  man  most  favoured  was  in  mercy's  smiles, 
For  human  friends  God  doth  supremely  care; 
He  fills  man's  portion  with  the  choicest  gifts. 
And  life  and  understanding  everywhere. 

The  Great  Creator  calls  the  man  His  own, 
Gives  him  a  title  to  a  mansion  blest, 
Sustains  the  heir,  and  by  Himself  doth  draw 
His  child  and  servant  to  eternal  rest. 


EARTH'S   MOST   BEAUTIFUL  WOMAN. 

Spiritual  beauty,  oh,  how  fair, 
When  the  man  awoke  and  saw  Eve  there; 
The  brightest  creation  of  the  man  to  shine; 
The  holy  reflection  of  light  divine. 

No  wonder  the  spirits  from  far  and  near 
Fluttered  around  Earth's  chosen  sphere, 
To  see  the  bride  on  her  husband  smile, 
And  with  her  innocent  ways  beguile. 

Oh,  beautiful  Eden,  thy  chosen  flowers 
Were  trilling  with  life  in  the  garden  bowers, 
As  the  butterflies  sported  round  the  blooms, 
And  the  birds  and  bees  sipped  the  sweet  perfumes. 

Now,  ladies,  with  all  the  sweetness  of  grace, 
'Tis  yours  by  right  to  restore  the  race; 
But,  please  remember  the  problem  to  span, 
Is  in  love's  affection  to  obey  the  man. 
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THE    PLAN    OF    SALVATION. 

Each  person  of  the  human  race, 

Before  the  stock  did  e'er  unroll, 
Through  lack  of  God's  sustaining  grace, 

In  Adam's  lost  the  living  soul. 
But  God  His  Son  in  pity  gave, 

To  share  with  us  our  human  death; 
Immortal  life  from  death  to  save, 

The  soul's  reanimating  breath. 

Sin's  penalty  Christ  has  atoned, 

Reprieve  for  every  sinner  won; 
As  Gonquerer  he  reigns  enthroned, 

Our  resurrection  has  begun. 
Each  infant  coming  in  the  world, 

Receives  in  gift  the  germ  of  life; 
Mortality  in  love  unfurled, 

The  power  to  conquer  in  the  strife. 

What?  sinner,  is  your  thoughtful  choice, 

To  gain  the  world  and  lose  your  soul? 
Or  in  the  life  gift  to  rejoice, 

And  grow  by  grace  to  perfect  whole? 
A  prodigal  who  wandered  far, 

Forgetful  of  the  things  above, 
This  moment  come,  just  as  you  are, 

And  learn  of  God,  His  wondrous  love. 


THE    NOONTIDE    CALM. 

Nature  feels  the  gentle  touch, 
As  the  sun  proclaims  the  noon, 

When  the  mystic  overmuch 
Ripples  on  the  still  lagoon, 

While  the  water  spiders  rest, 

Silver  bubbled,  every  breast. 
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'Mid  the  weeds  around  the  rim 
Floats  the  grebe  a  moment  still 

Motionless,  the  fishes  swim, 
Buoying  on  their  fins,  until, 

In  the  shallow  of  the  deep, 

Every  nervule  seems  asleep. 

Flowers  quiver  in  the  strife, 
As  the  soul  outbeams  the  face, 

Drinking  in  the  breath  of  life, 
With  their  own  peculiar  grace; 

Some  their  colour  dimples  keep, 

Others  at  the  sunshine  peep. 

Hus.hed  the  forest  in  the  breeze, 
When  the  zephyrs  scarcely  sigh, 

In  the  branches  of  the  trees, 
All  the  birds  to  stillness  try; 

As  the  noon  the  summons,  brings, 

All  creation  droops  its  wings. 

Suddenly  the  spell  is.  o'er, 
Nature  answers  in  retreat; 

And  the  insect  armies  pour 

Forth  again  fresh  life  to  greet. 

Sweet  bewitchery  beguiles, 

While  the  sun  his  favours  smiles. 


THE    RAINBOW    ROUND    THE    MOON. 

Listen  to  the  silence  breaking, 

From  a  rainbow  round  the  moon; 
Rings  of  light  in  brightness  circling, 

Pass  away  from  sight  too  soon; 
Wnitest  light  in  glory  centred, 

Into  rainbow  colours  played; 
Light  reflected  and  refracted 

Into  prism's  diamonds  laid. 
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Dancing  were  the  scintillations, 

Marvellous  the  fairy  light, 
Passing  as  a  panorama, 

In  the  passage  of  the  night. 
In  the  shadows  of  the  glooming, 

Slowly  passed  the  rings  away, 
As  the  message  that  was  calling, 

Hurried  forward  on  its  way. 

Calm  the  night,  the  soft  light  stealing, 

Rings  of  white  on  either  side; 
But  to  see  the  diamonds  gleaming, 

Flash  the  glories  of  the  bride! 
Wise  ones,  wake  to  understanding, 

Think  of  all  the  world's  unrest; 
In  the  midst  of  all  our  troubles, 

Shines  the  moon  a  peace  s.o  blest. 


WHAT   CONSTITUTES   A   CHRISTIAN? 

What  is  it  to  be  with  Jesus, 
In  the  fashion  of  Christ's  guild? 
With  the  spirit  of  the  Master, 
With  His  Soul  and  passion  filled; 
What  is  to  be  a  Christian, 
In  the  God-Man's,  steps  to  tread? 
With  His  armour  mail  defended, 
By  the  Holy  Spirit  led. 

The  religion  of  Christ  Jesus 

Is  the  character  Divine, 

As  the  gold  and  silver  molten, 

In  a  glass  the  face  to  shine; 

With  true  wisdom's  costly  settings, 

And  the  pearl  of  precious  price, 

All  t,he  choices-t  life  gems  flashing 

Forth  a  star  for  heavens'  skiesi 
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NATURE  MYTHS. 

Sun  myths,  star  myths,  storm  myths,  are  not  mythi 

at  all; 
Myths  of  mountains  and  of  rivers  which  to  tree 

myths  call; 

All  are  special  voices  speaking  God  Almighty's  love, 
Which  the  depths  of  human  spirits  so  profoundly 

move; 
God  is  speaking  through  these  voices  to  the  seeking 

soul, 

Floods  of  living  waters  flowing  for  the  thirsty  roll; 
Drink  a  draught  of  ever  rising  satisfying  bliss, 
Welcomed  to  eternal  life  by  the  eternal  kiss. 


JESUS,    MESSIAH,    KINQ. 

The  Sovereignly  of  Jesus,  Lord  of  all, 

Is  heralded  o'er  hell,  and  earth,  and  skies; 
To  tell  His  glory  all  the  aeons  fall, 

To  bow  before  Him  as.  His  kingdoms  rise: 
He  is  the  Mighty  One,  the  Prince  of  peace, 

The  Gift  of  God  Himself  fills  human  span; 
His  habitation  ever  shall  increase, 

His  arms  of  love  enfolding  every  man. 

He  is  the  Great  High  Priest  before  the  throne, 

The  Paschal  Lamb  upon  the  Altar  dies, 
The  death  of  sin  for  ever  to  atone, 

The  all  redeeming  Human  Sacrifice; 
He  takes  the  censers  from  His  priests  to  give 

The   cleansing   life    stream    which    His    fountain 

flows, 
And  as  the  Holy  Spirit  bids  them  live, 

Their  trusting  faith  in  holy  living  grow*. 
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He  is  our  Advocate  to  plead  our  cause, 

He  shows  His  wounded  heart,  and  feet,  and  hands, 
He  points  Hia  record  of  unbroken  laws, 

And  love  in  justice  our  reprieve  commands; 
He  is  my  Savour,  Father,  Brother,  Friend; 

His  life  has  rescued  me  from  hopeless  fall, 
His  tender  mercies  all  our  thoughts  transcend, 

He  is  our  God,  our  King,  our  life,  our  all. 


DEAD    1907. 

The  perioded  eternity — apportioned  Time 

Is  ever  rolling  on; 
And  as  we  retrospect  its  many  lights  and  shades, 

Another  year  has  gone; 
Has  gone  with  all  its  toil;  humanity  to  bear, 

Its  sorrows  and  its  care. 

Whence  differs.  Time  duration  from  eternity? 

And  why  the  lights  and  shades? 
It  is  the  period  of  the  darkness  overcast, 

Wherein  the  mortal  fades; 
The  period  of  the  ever-burning  Sacrifice, 

As  God  for  creature  dies. 

Eternity  unperioded,  with  no  decay, 

Before  the  angels  fell; 
Was  ever  present  and  undimrned,  unchangeable, 

With  no  corrupting  hell; 
The  universe  of  God  and  creatures  of  the  light, 

One  in  the  Infinite. 

But  when  the  Moral  Evil  came  in  creature  strife, 

And  darkness  overspread; 
The  Triune  Ministries  of  God  in  Wisdom  moved 

The  living  and  the  dead; 
All  death  and  darkening  evil  passing  to  decay. 

To  ever  pass  away. 
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Material  universe  is  but  the  shadow  of  His  Mind 
expressed 

The  One  Begotten  Son; 
The  work  of  Deity  in  justice  and  in  love, 

The  universe  rewon; 
The  evil  in  corruption  to  disrupt,  until 

His  life  all  beings  fill. 


And  then  eternity  renewed — the  portion  Time 

In  consummated  span. 
Will  lay  its  service  on  the  Altar,  as  the  gift, 

Redeemed  immortal  man. 
Eternity,  the  ever  present  boundless  store, 

When  Time  shall  be  no  more. 


CATCH  I NQ  BUTTERFLIES,  St.  LAWRENCE, 
ISLE  OF  WIGHT. 


The  height  of  summer  sunshine  day, 

As  meadow  browns  and  greylings  play. 

And  round  dog  daisies,  to  alight, 

Meander  forth  the  marbled  white; 

Red  Admirals  upon  the  wing, 

Small  tortoiseshells  of  brilliant  hue, 

Are  challenging  the  peacock  blue; 

While  on  the  thistles'  star-frilled  flowers 

Small  coppers  strive  for  sunny  bowers; 

The  blues  in  orders  skim  the  grass, 

And  daintily  each  other  pass, 

To  gather  the  ambrosial  dew, 

And  drink  the  inspirations,  too; 

While  skippers,  in  their  jerky  flight. 

As  fairies  on  their  food  alight. 

Fair  Nature,  how  we  love  to  be 

With  butterflies,  and  flowers,  and  theel 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Oh!  for  words  to  praise  the  Lord, 

Breathings  filled  with  hallowed  fire. 
Ever  be  His  Name  adored, 

Tremble  my  petitions  higher. 
As  His  wondrous  love  I  see, 

All  my  soul  its  songs  would  raise, 
Words,  oblations  cease  to  be, 

I  would  give  my  heartfelt  praise. 

Bid  me,  gracious  Spirit,  sing, 

With  the  love  Thou  dost  inspire, 
All  my  thankfulness  to  bring, 

In  the  fervour  of  desire. 
Deeper  passion  may  I  show, 

In  Thy  service  holy  zeal, 
All  my  being  overflow, 

All  I  have,  and  do,  .and  feel. 

Let  me  give  my  life  for  Thee, 

Blessed  Saviour,  in  Thy  cause; 
Heaven,  I  know,  can  never  be, 

Only  in  Thy  Holy  Laws. 
Kindle  all  Thy  flame  of  love 

On  the  altar  of  my  heart, 
Till  with  Thee  in  heaven  above, 

Never,  never  more  to  part. 


I  WANT  TO  BE  THINE. 

I  want  to  be  Thine,  but  feel  so  weak, 
There  is  no  remaining  strength  in  me; 

The  sheep  whom  the  Shepherd  goes  to  seek, 
I  humbly  await  and  trust  in  Thee. 

Oh,  listen,  Good  Lord,  my  plaintive  sigh, 

And  pass  me  not  over,  or  I  die. 


263 

• 

Adrift  in  the  mountains,  lone  and  drear, 
And  lost  in  the  wild  and  desert  world, 

The  life  is  returning,  Thou  art  near, 

And  mercy  and  grace  their  flags  unfurled; 

As  quivers  my  heart  to  gladsome  sound, 

The  dying  is  saved,  and  the  lost  is  found. 

Oh,  strengthen  me,  Lord;  revive  me  now, 

And  heal  up  the  wounds  and  make  me  whole; 

Permit  me  to  worship,  as  I  bow, 
For  love  so  amazing  fills  my  soul. 

Forbid  that  I  evermore  should  stray, 

But  walk  with  Thee,  Lord,  in  the  narrow  way. 


THE  WANDERING  JEW. 

The  Jew  had  wandered  far  and  wide, 

A  Hebrew,  but  unborn, 
A  child  of  Israel's  promises, 

But  of  his  glory  shorn; 
A  traitor  unto  Judah's  King, 
Who  did  strange  incense  bring. 

A  hatred  burned  within  his  breast, 

Peculiar  to  his  race; 
It  tortured  him,  and  burdened  him, 

Against  God's  Sovereign  grace; 
Dissatisfied  with  providence, 
The  promises  to  evidence. 

The  ills  of  life  were  thickly  strewn, 

As  hunger  pressed  him  sore; 
His  thoughts  were  "down  upon  his  luck,'* 

Misfortune  evermore; 
Forsaken  by  the  One  of  old, 
An  outcast  from  the  fold. 

One  day  he  read  Isaiah's  thought*, 
And  aaw  the  falling  tears; 
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In  sacrifice  they  set  at  nought, 
Tne  Paschal  Lamb  appears. 
The  life  drops  touched  his  sinful  heart, 
Their  life-stream  to  impart. 

He  felt  his  nature  made  anew, 

He  knew  his  sin  atoned; 
For  as  the  Saviour  rescued  him, 

He  knew  his  Father  owned. 
The  prodigal  became  a  child, 
In  Jesus  reconciled. 


INDIAN  OCEAN:  CROSSING  THE  LINE. 

The  sea  is  smooth  as  glass, 

Without  a  roll; 
The   cloud    mists,    as   they  pass, 

As  shadows  stroll, 
Dancing  on  the  sea, 
Fluttering  and  free. 

The  waters  brightest  blue, 

The  light  beams  fill; 
Serene  the  heavens,  too; 

The  rays  distil 
Vivifying  light, 
Ether  in  its  flight. 

In  clouds  the  winds  caressed 

Play  forms  scalene, 
But  on  the  ocean  breast 

Are  scarcely  seen; 
Movements  never  heard, 
As  love  hearts  are  stirred. 

Could  we  as  mermaids  swim, 

For  jus-t  an  hour, 
And,  floating  on  the  rim, 

Enjoy  Sol's  bower, 
As  his  brightest  rays 
Earth's  Equator  weighs. 


265 
THE  WOODS. 


The  woodlands,  wild  and  free, 

Bid  us  roam  in  their  open  glades. 
Such  a  charm  there  seems  to  be, 

In  watching  their  lights  and  shades. 
The  air  is,  so  soft  and  still, 

Or  with  perhaps  a  mournful  sigh, 
Or  a  sweet  entrancing  thrill, 

As  the  gay-plumed  birds  flit  by. 


They  whisper  to  take  your  ease, 

With  never  a  worry  or  care: 
The  creation  seems  to  please, 

Beneficence  everywhere. 
Unfettered,  you  rest,  and  gaze 

On  the  firmament's  brightest  blue, 
And  your  being  trills  with  praise, 

For  the  beautiful  and  true. 


The  llowers  their  blooms  unfold, 

As  the  roses  blush  to  the  sun, 
While  others  are  swathed  in  gold. 

In  the  depth  of  colour  won. 
Amid  the  wonderful  green 

Of  every  delectable  shade, 
In  a  harmony  serene, 

Is  the  peaceful  sylvan  glade. 


'Tis  a  vision  of  the  Court, 

Amid  the  garden  of  the  King. 
In  wisdom  His  works  are  wrought, 

Let  all  the  creation  sing. 
Roam  through  thicket  and  wood, 

For  holiday,  happy  and  free; 
Where  health  with  every  good 

Paints  life  as  it  ought  to  be. 
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ALLENDALE:  NORTHUMBERLAND,  ENGLAND. 

From  through  a  rustic  sylvan  vale 

The  Tweed  is  passing  Allendale: 

It  blesses  as  its  waters  flow, 

Where  purple-blue  geraniums  grow; 

Within  the  meadow,  copse,  and  wood, 

And  watered  by  the  vapour  flood, 

The  scented  woodruff,  white  and  sweet, 

As  sentinels  its  florets  greet; 

The  primroses  in  rocky  nooks 

Are  but  a  page  in  Nature's  books; 

The  hyacinths,  of  deeper  blue, 

In  wonderful  profusion  grew; 

The  water-weeds  within  the  stream 

Are  floating  as  a  happy  dream; 

The  polypodies  overhead 

Float  from  the  hanging  branches  spread; 

The  orchids,  purple,  red,  and  white, 

Give  coloration  to  the  sight. 

Why  do  the  lovely  flowers,  fade? 

Soft  as  the  green-man  orchids  shade; 

As  the  wild  roses  scent  the  air, 

Perennial  mercuries  declare. 

Woodbines  in  loveliest  embrace, 

Accessories  of  sylvan  grace. 

The  Tweed  flows  on,  a  shallow  brook, 

Meandering  where  its  fancy  took 

To  rus.h  within  its  narrow  bed, 

Or  through  the  shallows  thinly  spread, 

Where  pretty  purple  fiuor  spar, 

Borne  from  the  Allenheads  afar, 

Into  the  rounded  pebbles  rolled, 

Artistic  Nature  to  behold. 

Glide  on  fair  stream,  for  ever  glide, 

Unmindful  both  of  time  and  tide; 

Rushing  on  in  best  endeavour, 

Peacefully  flow  .on  for  ever: 

Over  pebbles,  sand,  and  shales, 

Glory  of  the  Allendales. 
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SPRING. 

Watch  the  buttercups  and  daisies, 
When  the  pretty  cowslips  bloom; 

"Tig  the  springtime,  when  the  meadows 
Nature's   bridal    robes    assume. 

How  the  purple  orchids  flourish, 
Scattered  broadcast  here  and  there; 

Butterflies  white,  tipped  with  orange, 
Flit  salaams  everywhere. 

Many  warblers  are  responding 
To  the  thrushes  as  they  sing, 

And  the  lark,  to  heaven  soaring, 
Trills  the  advent  of  the  Spring. 

All  the  blessings  that  surround  us, 
All  the  joys  and  love  they  bring, 

Pointing  heavenward,  are  calling 
Us  to  know  eternal  Spring. 


SUCCESS. 

How  I  wish  I  could  be  famous, 

And  aspire. 

Hearts  and  minds  in  adoration. 
Pouring  forth  congratulation, 

Rising  higher. 

Little  one,  be  not  ambitious, 

Lest  you  fail. 

'Tis  the  humble  soul  descending, 
And  the  bedrock  work  ascending, 

Angels  hail. 
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THE    SHINING    MORN. 

The  shining  morn  sweet  music  breathes, 

Creation  feels  the  thrill; 

The  eyes  of  heaven  beam  with  smiles, 

Earth's  happiness  to  fill, 

As  light  rays  gleam  the  drops  of  dew 

To  greet  the  firmament  of  blue. 

The  shining  morn  its  song  proclaims, 
And  meads  and  woodlands  ring; 
While  Nature  listens  to  the  tune 
The  birds  to  heaven  sing; 
A  waking  world  takes  up  the  lay — 
Another  busy  sunshine  day. 

The  shining  morn  suffuses  life, 

The  breath  of  soul  to  give, 

And  as  the  quickening  spirits  rise 

The  happy  creatures  live: 

The  birds  and  insects  in  the  air, 

The  opening  flowers  everywhere. 

The  shining  morn  from  heaven  brings 

The  wooings  of  the  light, 

Which  the  Creator  freely  grants 

From  treasures  infinite, 

Until  their  fruits  the  harvests  yield, 

The  faithful  souls  immortal  sealed. 


SECRET   OF    MARRIED    HAPPINESS. 

'Tis  holy  love  a  girl  requires 
To  kindle  all  her  bosom  fires; 
But  when  there  is  no  fuel  to  burn, 
The  stifled  flames  to  smoke  will  turn, 
Until  the  ashes  in  the  hold 
Span  out  a  desert  drear  and  cold: 
Respect  dispersed,  affection  dead, 
The  fruit  corrupt — the  soul  has  fled. 
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AUSTRALIAN     PATRIOTIC     SOfllQ 

Give  me  the  Australian  home, 
Where  the  wattles  grow, 
And  the  bright  cerulean  skies 
Tint  their  softest  glow; 
Where  the  ranges  and  the  veldt, 
As  a  pictured  sea, 
In  the  freshness  of  the  light, 
Whisper  Liberty. 

Give  me  the  Australian  shores; 

Others  may  compare, 

But  beneficence  and  grace 

Picture  these  more  fair. 

Shy  at  times  may  be  the  flowers, 

But  the  winter's  spring 

Fills  the  gardens  with  the  blooms,. 

Scenting  everything. 

Give  me  the  Australian  clime: 
Canopy  of  blue, 

Where  the  birds  in  colours  bright 
Drink  the  morning  dew; 
Where  sublimest  Nature  sweets, 
Flowers  and  fruit  increase, 
In  the  glorious  sunny  land, 
Happiness,  and  peace. 


NATURE'S    SONG    OF    HAPPINESS, 

The  birds  in  the  morning  are  singing 
A  tweet-a-twit,  tweet-a-tweet,  twee; 

The  breath  of  the  breezes  is  bringing, 
As  whisper  the  leaves  of  the  tree, 

The  smiles  that  are  shaping  for  thee. 
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The  sunshine  is  pleasant  and  cheering, 
The  flowers  increasingly  gay, 

And  butterflies  pretty  appearing, 
Are  passing  the  time  of  the  day, 

From  blossom  to  blossom  in  play. 

The  joy  waves  are  happiness  trilling, 
Inviting  to  breathe  the  pure  air; 

The  life  streams  are  ever  refilling, 
Away  with  your  troubles  and  care, 
For  happiness  everywhere. 


THE    BUTTERFLIES    PLAY. 

Some  to  the  morning  spread  their  wings, 

Before  the  rising  sun, 
And  some  wait  till  the  curfew  rings 

The  daily  toil  begun. 

Some  watch  until  the  sun's  advance 

Clears  all  the  mists  away, 
Around  the  honey  blooms   to  dance 

A  beautiful  display. 

But  others  sleep  awhile,  as  flowers 

Their  special  foods  provide; 
For  these  discern  where  Nature's  bowers 

For  them  the  secrets  hide. 

Whene'er  the  sun  his  smile  puts  on, 

The  butterflies,  with  grace 
Emerge  in  flight,  to  wait  upon 

And  greet  his  smiling  face. 

The  sun  his  silvered  movements  speaks; 

The  butterflies  obey; 
Forth  from  a  cloud  his  glory  breaks 

To  fill  each  coloured  rav. 
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THE   CHRISTIAN    MARINER'S   SONQ. 

I  am  waiting  the  life  breeze  to  bear  me  along, 
The  zephyrs  of  heaven  inspiring  my  song, 
Sufficient  to  carry  every  sail: 
The  haven  I'm  making,  heaven  I  hail. 

Chorus — 

To  bear  me  along, 

My  joy  and  my  song: 

I  am  waiting  the  life  breeze  to  bear  me  along. 

I  am  praying  the  Captain  to  pilot  my  helm, 
When  hurricanes  rage,  and  billows,  o'erwhelm; 
Sustaining  my  being:   His  Sovereign  Will 
Gommandeth  the  ocean,  "  PEACE  BE  STILL." 

Chorus. 

I  am  asking  my  spirit  the  strength  of  my  soul 
To  carry  the  sailing  o'er  billows  that  roll; 
Adjusting  the  rigging,  believing  prayer, 
And  oiling  the  waves  in  prudent  care. 

Chorus. 

I  am  taking  the  Sun  in  His  volume  of  light, 
And  watching  the  stars  that  are  shining  by  night. 
To  work  out  my  bearings.     The  port  is  in  view, 
The  light  rays  are  flashing:  "  Heaven  for  you." 
•  Chorus. 


WHAT  IS  CREATURE  LIFE? 

Can  creature  being  ever  be 
Enduring  as  eternity? 
Can  finite  life  a  strength  attain, 
Eternal  happiness,  to  gain? 
The  Deity  alone  can  fill 
Eternity  with  life  and  will. 
In  this  alone  can  mortals  be 
Eternal  as  eternity. 
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REPLY    TO    A    CRITICISM    ON    LYRIC    VERSE. 

My  soul  can  never  burn, 

When  fed  from  human  store, 

On  heathenish  mythology, 

And  husks  of  mystic  lore. 

It  needs  a  deeper  breath, 

To  tune  the  heart  to  sing. 

Inspired  by  the  divine, 

The  breath  of  life  to  bring 

The  inspirations  from  above 

Adoring  song  to  raise, 

The  life  springs  of  my  being  fill, 

To  pour  their  joyous  lays. 

No  songs  were  ever  sung 

Of  more  enduring  fame 

Than  rhapsodies  of  thanks  inspired 

The  lyric  songs  aflame. 

0  sing  me  then  these  songs, 
Which  thrill  the  universe, 

No  matter  what  the  gospel  be, 
The  chapter  and  the  verse. 

1  pray  the  shining  Sun 
To  set  my  soul  on  fire, 

And  then  I  cannot  help  but  sing 
As  heaven  draweth  nigher. 


BE    YOURSELF. 

Be  what  you  are:   what  you  were  made  to  be, 
A  spark  of  life  to  immortality, 
A  lamp  to  shine  the  incandescent  light, 
To  burn  the  breath  of  life,  exceeding  bright. 

Be  what  you  are:   but  first  you  need  to  know 
What  .nay  your  being  be,  that  you  may  go 
In  wisdom's  efforts,  in  the  certain  way, 
That  always  gilds  the  night  with  golden  day. 
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Be  what  you  are  endowed  by  the  Divine, 
To  love's  companionship:  the  thine  and  mine, 
Companionship  with  God,  to  see  His  face, 
And  in  His  presence  dwell:  amazing  grace. 

Be  what  you  are :  to  think  and  speak  and  do 
The  Moral  Law,  in  love  and  justice  true, 
For  energies  of  life  their  wealth  stores  give: 
And  those  who  keep  the  Moral  Law  shall  live. 

Be  what  you  are,  and,  ever  pressing  on, 
Keep  adding  to  your  talents,  one  by  one; 
Each  opportunity  improve,  and  more 
And  more  lay  up  eternal  treasure  store. 

Be  what  you  are:  and  never  lose  your  hold: 
Eliminate  the  bad,  retain  the  gold, 
And  add  until  the  flames  of  fire 
Become  a  seraphim  to  tremble  higher. 


BAY  OF  BISCAY:   MAY  13,  1909. 

Dancing  on  the  ocean, 

Wrapped  in  silvered  light, 
Were  the  fairy  diamonds, 

Scintillating,  bright, 
As  the  beaming  sunset 

Caught  each  ebbing  wave 
In  the  concave  hollows, 

Just  the  rills  to  lave. 

Shimmering  the  surface 

With  its  brightest  rays, 
Twinkling  was  the  glory, 

Millionfold  the  lays; 
Glimmering  the  waters, 

Glist'ning  to  the  sky; 
Multifold  the  splendour, 

Brightening  to  die. 
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FIGHT  FOR  THE  RIGHT. 

The  spirit  of  the  age  is:  "  Peace,  peace,  at  any 
price,"  "  Charity,  charity,  no  matter  how  cold."  The 
age  of  chivalry  and  strength  speaks  terror  to  the 
evildoers,  and  fights  for  the  right. 


Man  the  guns,  the  foe  is  coming, 

Man  the  guns; 
Every  moment  speeds  the  danger, 

Man  the  guns. 

Quick  march,  courage,  onward,  forward, 

Train  the  eye. 
Steady,  for  the  foe  is  nearing; 

Win  or  die. 


Ne'er  permit  your  eye  to  wander, 

Bending  low, 
In  a  volley,  all  together, 

Strike  the  foe. 


Ne'er  be  beaten,  ne'er  surrender, 

Ne'er  draw  back, 
But  deliver,  to  retreaters, 

Fresh  attack. 


Watch  the  signals,  calm,  impassioned, 

Never  swerve. 
'Tis  the  wisdom  wields  the  power, 

And  the  nerve. 

Victors  onward,  chase  the  conquered; 

Truth  is  right. 
Till  the  alien  armies  scatter 

Routing  flight. 
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THE    HOMELAND   SPRING. 

The  birds  are  twittering  in  the  woods, 

The  squirrels  race  and  play; 

And  Nature  openeth  her  floods 

To  blush  the  woodland  May. 

The  hazel  clusters  break  in  leaf, 

The  honeysuckles  bloom; 

The  rose  allures  some  folk  to  grief, 

The  thorns  amid  perfume. 


The  hyacinths  of  richest  blue, 

As  vault  of  heaven  bright, 

Are  sparkling  'neath  the  morning  dew, 

And  glistening  the  light. 

The  buttercups  and  and  cowslips  sweet, 

Devoid  of  jealousy, 

In  companies  of  glory  meet, 

To  swell  the  harmony. 


Behold  the  lark  on  joyous  wings., 

Uprising  with  its  song, 

The  notes  the  happy  songster  sings, 

Are  thrilling  all  day  long. 

The  lovely  spring,  the  vernal  grass, 

And  meadows  sweet,  so  gay, 

True  language  speak,  when  lovers,  pass, 

To  join  in  making  hay. 


The  lads  and  lassies,  true  as  gold, 
Recite  their  joyous  spring; 
And  as  their  ancestors  of  old, 
Their  happy  wooings  bring1. 
Oh,  hasten  to  the  wedding  feast, 
The  spring-time  grows  apace; 
For  not  till  time  and  toils  have  ceased, 
Will  spring  forget  its  srrace. 
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WAITING   FOR  THE   MORNING. 

Waiting  for  the  morning,  longing  for  the  day, 
Trusting  that  the  darkness  soon  will  flee  away, 
Angels'  wings  are  flapping  hope  across  the  sky, 
As  the  millions  suns  that  shine  in  heaven  on  high: 
Twinkling  stars  of  glory  shaft  the  brightest  rays, 
Heralding  the  Rising  Sunlight,  all  ablaze. 

Waiting  for  the  morning,  'mid  the  doubts  and  fears,. 
Agony  of  passion,  training  pain  and  tears, 
How  the  darkness  deepens  just  before  the  dawn: 
Fiercest  is  the  struggle,  as  approaching  morn, 
Full   of   strength   and   brightness,    sends   its   light 

ahead, 
And  amid  the  dreary  gloom,  hope's  glimmers  spread. 

Waiting  for  the  morning,  when  you  cannot  rest: 

For  the  time  of  waiting  restful  sleep  is  best. 

Hold  your  soul  in  patience,  agony  and  cares 

Are  the  breath  that  riseth,  truest  human  prayers: 

Penetrating  deepest  into  hearts  of  love, 

Drawing  down  the  blessings  from  the  Throne  above- 

Waiting  for  the  morning,  never  more  despair: 
Beams  of  light  and  love  are  breaking  everywhere. 
Watch  the  clouds  dispersing  as  the  rising  rifts 
Feel  the  agitation,  while  the  darkness  shifts. 
For  the  Sun  of  Righteousness,  in  human  skies, 
Bids  the  sad  and  sorrowful,  in  hope,  arise. 


KNOWLEDGE   AND   WISDOM. 

The  pollen  grains  from  the  flowers  are  collected 
by  the  worker  bees,  and  digested,  to  be  stored  as  the 
honey.  So  in  Nature,  knowledge  is  gathered  from 
every  flower  by  the  workers,  as  food  to  feed  upon,, 
and  to  be  stored  as  wisdom. 
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The  pollen  grains  in  every  flower 

Tneir  contributions  yield: 
The  choicest  trousseaux  of  the  bower, 

And  blossoms  of  the  field. 
So  knowledge  grains  as  pollen  dust, 

In  Nature  everywhere, 
Become  the  multiplying  trust, 

The  sunlight's  choicest  care. 
The  worker  bees  go  forth  at  dawn, 

Until  the  close  of  day, 
To  gather  food  from  early  morn, 

And  while  the  sunbeams  play. 
Just  as  the  pollen  from  the  mead 

Evolves  the  honey  store, 
So  workers,  who  on  knowledge  feed, 

And  into  treasures  pour, 
The  choicest  food  for  human  need, 

Have  wisdom  evermore. 


THE    HORRORS    OF    WAR. 

Oh  horrid  war!  thou  cruel  slaughterer, 
The  breath  of  hell  let  loose.     Diabolos 
Appealing  to  his  own;  bad  blood  to  stir; 
The  fiendish  rider  spectreing  across. 
As  darknes.s  further  pales  the  pallid  steed, 
Upon  the  human  gore  the  demons  feed, 
More  gruesome  still  as  evil  passions  play, 
And  frenzied  fools  the  battle  flags  array. 

Humanity,  from  sense  and  wisdom  fled, 

Is  rushing  on  the  dying  and  the  dead, 

In  game  of  chance,  and  wild  attempts  to  kill; 

The  cup  of  her  iniquity  to  fill. 

The  evil  one  is  hunting  for  the  good, 

As  human  fools  are  spilling  human  blood, 

The  very  life-strings  of  the  nation's  heart, 

Are  bidding  hope  eternally  depart. 
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Ye  civilising  nations  of  the  earth — 

Are  battle  deeds  the   glory   of  your  birth? 

Is  this  your  composition  and  alloy, 

The  building  up,  for  cunning  to  destroy? 

To  be  the  furnace  of  devouring  flame, 

And  wreck  yourselves  beneath  the  Hades  shamt. 

To  sacrifice  your  children  to  the  tomb, 

And  bring  upon  yourselves  the  serpent's  doom' 


A  voice  is  whispering  across  the  main: 
And  your  attention,  trumpeters  to  gain, 
Are  calling.     Bid  your  strife  and  warfare  cease, 
Unfurl  the  banners  of  the  Prince  of  Peace; 
And  Christ  the  world's  inhabitants  will  bless 
With  peace,  prosperity,  and  happiness.; 
Preparing  all  mankind  for  heaven  above, 
The  Kingdom,  immortality,  and  love. 


NATURE'S    GARDEN. 


What  a  wondrous  garden,   Nature, 
In  a  plentitude  of  charms, 

In  its  wonderful  confusion, 
Holding  pleasures  in  its  arms; 

Calmly    sleeping,    taking   rest, 

Laying  joys  on  others'  breast. 


From  the  ground  each  plant  arising, 
Shoots  its  branches  in  the  air, 

Looking  up  into  the  sunshine, 
Coloration  everywhere. 

Martialled  by  a  living  green, 

From  the  heat  and  cold  to  screen. 


279 

Note  the  blossoms  in  profusion, 
All  in  law  and  order  told  ; 

In  their  comeliness  of  fashion, 
As  specific  lines  unfold. 

Utmost  beauty  of  design, 

Whispering  the  thoughts  divine. 

As  the  sun  his  glory  sparkles, 
Every    flower    overmuch 

Feels  the  ardour  of  affection, 
The  vibrations  of  the  touch, 

Changing  passing  rays  of  light 

Into  beauty,  bold  and  bright. 

As  the  rays  of  sunshine  tremble, 
Bursting  into  colour  beams  ; 
Into  majesty  of  splendour, 

Nature  just  an  Eden  seems  ; 

Where  the  birds  in  joys  essay, 

And  the  butterflies  to  play. 

Love  and  beauty  fill  the  garden 

In  a  majesty  of  grace, 
As  we  watch  their  virgin  glamour, 

We  behold  God's  mercy  face. 
As  the  dew  from  heaven  distils, 
So  the  Christ  the  Christian  fills. 


TO  DO  THE  RIGHT. 

Man  knows  'tis  right  to  do  the  right, 
And  more,  'tis  given  the  power  to  do. 

There  streams  within  the  moral  light 
Which  makes  it  guilt  to  ill-pursue. 

The  good  gives  happiness  and  gains; 

The  evil  breeds  disease  and  pains. 

The  right  to  do  includes  the  can, 

And  power  and  will  reveal  the  man. 
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SUMMONS  TO  WORSHIP. 

Hark,  the  bells,  are  pealing, 

'Tis  the  hour  of  prayer, 
Ecstasies  unsealing 

From  the  upper  air. 
Where  the  God-Man  loves  to  meet 
Sinners.,  round  the  mercy  seat. 

As  God's  spirit  enters, 
Angels  wing  their  flight, 

God  in  mercy  centres 
Cherubim  delight, 

While  the  life-streams  gently  flow, 

Filling  every  soul  aglow. 

From  His  throne  in  glory, 

Jesus  hears  each  sigh, 
"All  the  saints  adore  thee," 

Sinners   all   may  cry  ; 
In  the  power  of  God  to  give, 
Asking  breath  of  life  to  live. 

Heark,  the  bells  are  ringing, 

'Tis  the  hour  of  prayer, 
Worshippers   are   bringing 

Praises   everywhere. 
Now  the  sacred  hour  to  raise 
All  your  plaudits  to  His  praise. 


AN  ODE  TO  THE  EARTH. 

Thou  Earth,  the  mistress  of  the  universe, 
On  thee  the  suns  and  systems  ever  wait. 

How  can  we  breathe,  thy  majesty  rehearse, 
Or  how  declare  thy  virginal  estate? 

Each  moment,  million  millions  ask  to  be 

The  servitors,  to  minister  to  thee. 
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They  hold  thee  forth,  in  peripheral  flight, 

Restrain  thy  cours-e  to  bounding  measure  lines; 

Prepare  to  swathe  thy  firmament  with  light, 

The  arching  blue,  which  Sol  around  thee  shines. 

To  compass  this,  as  scientist  ne'er  dreams, 

Each  distant  sun  its  softest  light  glow  gleams. 

When  in  the  West  the  sun  his  glory  hides, 
That  to  the  East  he  may  reveal  his  face. 

The  firmament  a  spangled  heaven  bides, 

As  distant  glories  gleam  their  arcs  of  grace; 

To  flash  the  splendour  of  the  Milky  Way> 

Or  nebulae  in  zones  of  light  to  play. 

These  suns  and  systems,  with  majes.tic  sweep, 
Bear  forth  our  tiny  world  within  their  arms, 

Her  needed  vigils  ceaselessly  to  keep, 
A  universal  harmony  that  charms; 

To  wrap  her  round  with  all  protective  robe, 

And  manifest  a  habitable  globe. 

The  Lord  Almighty  needed  to  proclaim 
His  greatest  revelation  e'er  unfurled; 

The  localising  of  all  moral  shame, 

Destruction  of  all  moral  evil  from  our  world; 

Beneficence  of  light  the  heavens  fall, 

And  darkness  shall  be  nevermore  at  all. 


SUNSET  AT  MAY  ORCHARD,   BRISBANE. 

As  the  sun  retires  to  rest, 

Hazy  mist-clouds-  lend  their  aid, 
And  upon  the  west-north-west 

Golden  beams-  are  softly  played. 
Purple  shadows,  mountains,  rise 

From  the  glades  of  golden  glow; 
Violet-tinted  scalene  skies, 

In  the  sun's  refractious  glow, 

Light  refracted  overflow. 
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THE  BEAUTIFUL. 

Beautiful  butterflies  in  the  air, 
Beautiful  blossoms  coloured  fair; 
Beautiful  birds  with  sweetest  song, 
Beautiful  sunshine  all  day  long — 
Happiness  breathing  from  above, 
Streams  of  God's  eternal  love. 

Beautiful  diamond  drops  of  dew, 
Beautiful  sky  of  azure  blue; 
Beautiful  firmament  so  bright, 
Beautiful  floods  of  softest  light — 
Heavenly  blessings,  to  increase 
Heartfelt  joy  and  perfect  peace. 

Beautiful  sympathies  in  the  breast, 
Beautiful  smiles  with  grace  expressed; 
Beautiful  emblems  from  above, 
Beautiful  deeds  the   fruits   of  love — 
God's  own  moral  power  to  raise 
Earth,  renewed,  to  sing  His  praise. 


HUMAN  PRIESTHOOD. 

The  Holy  Creator,  in  love  divine, 
Fills  me  with  light,  all  His  glory  to  shine — 
Life  everlasting  in  fulness  to  raise 
Hosannahs  eternal  to  His  praise. 

As  Jesus,  my  High  Priest,  atones  above, 
He  as.ks  my  priesthood  a  service  of  love; 
Providing  the  life  my  gifts  to  inspire, 
He  kindles  the  coals  with  holy  fire. 

My  offerings  to  bring  I  now  elect 
Myself  in  Jesus;  God  will  not  reject, 
But,  conquering  death  in  the  Victor's  strife, 
I  live  again  in  His  inflowing  life. 
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THE  HUMAN  EMBODIMENT. 

God  gives  energy  to  men, 

Their  endeavours  to  express; 

They  are  His  embodiments, 
Individuals  to  bless. 

Fatherhood  of  God  to  flow, 

Child  relationship  to  know. 

Man  is,  called  in  sovereign  grace, 
God's  immensity  to  share; 

Moral  life  a  priest  to  place, 
Sacrificial  praise  and  prayer. 

Christ,  the  High  Pries.t,  to  atone, 

As  the  man  becomes  His  own. 

Depth  of  mercy  condescends, 

Love  in  sacrifice  is  seen; 
God  delights  to  call  us  friends, 

Though  we  have  unfaithful  been. 
Death  the  price  of  sin  He  gave, 
God,  in  Christ,  mankind  to  save. 

Each  one  holds  a  destiny 

To  a  final  weal  or  woe, 
As  each  one  elects  to  be — 

In  the  death  or  life-stream  flow. 
Death's  corruption  endeth  strife, 
But  in  Christ  is  endless  life. 


BEAUTY  FADETH. 

The  bloom  goes  from  the  flower,  the  beauty  from 

the  maid, 

And  all  the  glory  of  the  man  in  dust  Is  laid. 
Mortality  is  fleeting,  as  in  mortal  strife 
The  agonies  of  death'  expose  in  life. 
Eternal  heaven  riseth  into  endless  bliss, 
The  source  of  life  and  stream  of  life,  Christ's  holy 

kiss. 
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THE  DIVINE  MYSTERY. 

Immanuel  Jesus,  the  Man  Divine, 
The  Deity  in  the  Human  to  shine, 
Descended  to  earth  from  heaven  above 
To  reveal  to  men  God's  wonderful  love; 
A  body  of  manhood  to  here  sustain, 
God's  Paschal  Lamb  for  humanity  slain. 

The  Wisdom  of  God,  for  the  ages  sealed, 
The  Power  of  God  in  the  flesh  revealed; 
The  forces,  of  nature  His  will  obeyed, 
While  the  death  of  the  world  upon  Him  laid. 
The  Infinite  only  death  could  atone, 
In  volume  of  dying  and  suffering  known. 

The  Temple  Divine  of  Manhood  prepared, 
The  seed  of  the  woman  God's  grace  declared, 
The  wondrous  Oblation  from  death  to  life, 
The  Victor  o'er  evil  in  mortal  strife, 
In  justice  had  stooped  in  mortal  fears, 
To  turn  to  rejoicing  love's  righteous  tears. 

The  powers  of  hell  acknowledged  His  claim, 
As  Apollyon  sought  to  tarnish  His  Name; 
In  s.ubtlety  seeking  to  make  Him  bow, 
Unburden  the  grief  that  lay  on  His  brow, 
Surrender  His  struggle  the  Law  to  keep, 
And  no  longer  to  mourn  for  those  that  weep. 

His  miracles  none  but  He  could  do; 
God's  mercy  and  grace  proclaimed  anew; 
His  character  proved  'mid  sorrow  and  shame 
The  unblemished  pure  and  Immortal  Name: 
The  follies  of  men  too  weak  to  assail, 
The  schemings  of  hell  too  small  to  avail. 

To  His  death  the  Lamb  the  High  Priest  prepared, 
The  Offering  God  for  mortals  declared; 
He  offered  Himself  to  righteously  save 
A  kingdom  divine  from  demoniac  grave; 
Triumphant  in  justice  the  Saviour  dies, 
Triumphant  in  love  Earth's  millions  rise. 
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HEAVEN'S  GALAXY. 

The  stars  enblazen  heaven  with  their  light, 
A  firmament,  the  pathway  of  the  night. 
The  moon  reflects  the  glory  of  the  sun, 
And  gives  to  men  the  light  in  duty  won. 
The  nebulae,  in  ether  sheets,  of  flame, 
Diffusively  a  softer  glow  proclaim, 
And  thousand  rarer  energies  combine, 
The  darkness  lifting  as  they  intertwine.      • 

In  wildest  night  there  is  a  subtle  glow, 
Which  bids  the  visioned  eye  its  currents  flow; 
Some  kind  enchantment  lending  melting  power, 
To  lift  the  burden  of  the  darkest  hour. 
The  darkest  hour  precedes  the  opening  day, 
And  'fore  the  dawn  the  night-time  fades  away. 
The  sun  spreads  forth  beneficences  true, 
And  smiles  a  cloudless  sky  of  softest  blue. 

Mortality  on  earth  is  darkness  deep, 

The  night  in  which  the  twinkling  star  lights  peep. 

Humanity,  the  Perfect  Moon  Divine, 

Gives  men  the  light  which  God's  own  Sun  doth  shine. 

In  all  their  struggles,  sufferings,,  and  woes, 

The  softer  beams  His  mercy  ways  disclose. 

As  poureth  in  the  light,  and  life,  and  love, 

To  endless  day  in  Paradise  above. 


CONVERSION. 

Fountain  of  Life,  Whose  all-atoning  death 
Still  breatheth  forth  the  vivifying  breath, 
Breathe  on  us  in  the  Holy  Spirit's  power, 
To  cleanse  our  souls  from  sin  this  very  hour. 
Fill  us  with  life  till  evil  flee  away, 
As  vanishes  the  night  before  the  day, 
Our  death  atoned  in  Thine  atoning  death, 
Our  life  immortal  in  Thy  living  breath. 
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GOOD  CHEER. 

Why,  faint  spirit,  tremble,  flutter, 
In  thy  upward  heavenly  flight? 

Groans  too  difficult  to  utter, 
In  thy  search  for  greater  light. 

Art  thou  weary  and  dejected 
By  the  anguish  of  the  strife? 

Wrestling  hard  to  be  perfected 
Unto  everlasting  life. 

God  provides  an  open  Fountain, 
Rich,  abundant,  full,  and  free; 

Gome  unto  His  holy  mountain, 
Drink  the  life  that  flows  for  thee. 

Judge  a  moment,  take  the  measure, 
Gauge  the  volume  of  your  soul; 

In  the  Christ  enlarge  your  treasure, 
Till  it  shine  the  perfect  whole. 

Mortal  life  is  here  appointed, 
As  the  shadows  pass  away, 

To  receive  the  soul,  anointed, 
Unto  everlasting  day. 

Give  me  life,  Thou  gracious  Giver, 
Streams  descending  from  above, 

Till  my  being,  as  a  river, 

Flows  Thine  own  eternal  love. 


TOUR  OF  THE  TROSSACKS,  BY  LOCH  LOMOND. 

Ye  thunderers,  amid  the  ancient  Highland  crags, 
Where  chivalry  and  martial  courage  waved  their 

flags. 
How  dropped  the  falling  tears  o'er  every  height  and 

glen, 
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Collecting  into  lochs,  where  bathed  the  sons  of  men. 
From  all  the  rugged  heights,  precipitous  and  steep, 
Where  everlasting  hills  their  ancient  legends  keep, 
The  little  rills  of  water  flow,  to  dance  and  leap 
Beneath  the  shadows  of  the  past,  aroused  from  sleep. 
The  little  streams  are  trickling,  winding,  bubbling 

on, 

Between  the  time-worn  boulders,  peacefully  along, 
And  polishing  the  rounded  pebbles  great  and  small, 
To  sing  the  music  of  the  current's  chosen  call. 


The  Highland  pipers  heard  the  waters  laugh  and 

sing, 

And  set  themselves  a  chorus  with  a  Highland  fling. 
The  ptarmigan,  affrighted,  on  the  mountain  brae, 
And  ouzels  in  their  hiding  places  learned  the  fray. 
The  cerise  minor  skullcap  peeped  to  listen  why, 
And   narrow-fronded   male-ferns    waved    a    weird 

good-bye. 
The  pretty  purple  orchids  blushed  their  life-blood 

soul, 

As  tiny  golden  tormentils  obeisance  roll. 
The  bracken  lent  its  cover  round  each  spur  and  fell, 
And  cotton  phlos  their  flags  caught  up  over  marsh 

and  dell. 
The    stinted    furze   a-glows   the   common   with    its 

bloom, 

And  Highland  moors  wild  liberty  again  assume. 
'Tis  ancient  Nature  pouring  forth  a  peaceful  calm, 
To  give  each  weary  wanderer  a  soothing  balm; 
Her  basins  chiselled  deep  for  fairy  sylphs  to  lave, 
And  plunge  or  dive,  and  swim  a  while  beneath  the 

wave; 
The  waters  sparkling,  crystalled  full  of  health  and 

peace, 

To  bid  all  joys  arise,  and  rising  sorrows  cease. 
These    form    your    famous    lochs,    ye    Highlanders 

to-day, 
Amid  the  jnoorland  stretch  of  whinberry  and  brae. 
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Around  the  sacred  shores  the  hills  in  strength  ariser 
And  knolls,  as  sentinels,  as  if  to  touch  the  skies, 
In  martial  order  drawn,  in  battlements  arrayed, 
Invincible  to  battering  ram  or  cannonade. 


In  changing  scenery,  and  glorious-ly  designed, 
The  beauty  of  the  trees  in  landscape  interlined, 
Where  eagle  in  its  eyrie  sought,  in  days  of  old, 
The  fastness  of  a  mountain  glen,  its  home  to  hold, 
To  seize  the  mountain  lamb  or  hunt  for  smaller 

prey, 

To  stock  its  larder  with  provisions  day  by  day, 
Oh  where  the  curlew's-  cry,  so  wild  and  weird  and 

quaint, 

To  ruff  and  plover  uttering  a  sad  complaint. 
The  rocks,  in  places  piled  up  masses,  silent,  keep 
The  guarded  secrets  hidden  in  the  limpid  deep, 
Where  visited  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  the  Highland 

queen, 
To  lead  the  dance  and  grace  the  beauty  of  the  scene. 


As  came  the  grouse  and  deer  to  swell  voluptuous 

feast, 
But   now   thos-e    pretty   Nature    days    have    almost 

ceased. 

A  Paradise  shut  in  life's  joys  by  Nature  taught, 
Where  with  her  knights  and  serving  men  she  held 

her  court. 

Around  about  the  fells,  in  sacred  minstrelsy, 
Were  stationed  in  the  blue  of  heaven's  canopy, 
To  guard  the  ladies  as  they  wandered  by  the  brook, 
True  Nature  spirits  happiness  to  overlook. 
The  myths  have  passed  away,  traditions  disappear; 
To-day  the  solace  of  the  song  approacheth  near. 
'Tis  still  a  Nature  song,  the  Highlands  grand  and 

free, 
To  draw  admiring  hosts  to  life  and  liberty. 
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THE  MOONLIGHT  NIGHT. 

The  beautiful  sky  of  the  silvery  light 
That  the  full-orbed  moon  reflects  in  the  night, 
'Mid  a  glorious  calm  so  joyous  and  still, 
The  soul  of  creation  with  dreams  to  fill. 
The  trees  are  a  picture,  outlined  so  clear 
On  visions  of  space  that  beyond  appear. 

The  face  of  the  creek  is  placid  and  calm, 
In  smiles  to  th^  moon's  affectionate  charm. 
A  moment's  detention  of  shimmering  rays, 
As  the  step  of  the  clance  sweet  music  plays; 
The  waters  are  so  bewitchingly  cold, 
As  the  shadows  of  night  their  sighs  unfold. 

With  scarcely  a  quiver  or  trembling  breeze, 
A  moment  a  flutter  that  fans  the  trees. 
As  Nature  encircles  a  great  repose — 
The  wonderful  secret  that  no  man  knows — 
The  angels  the  vigils  of  the  night-time  keep, 
And  Earth  is  enwrapped  in  refreshing  sleep. 

The  mystery,  voiceless,  but  yet  expressed, 
As  the  weary  workers  are  lulled  to  rest, 
And  the  curtains  hung  are  more  closely  drawn, 
To  guard  the  sleepers  to  next  day's  dawn. 
The  sisterly  love  of  the  Earth  and  Moon, 
A  moment  expressed,  to  vanish  too  soon. 


THE  SLEEPER'S  LULLABY. 

Rest,  unconscious  sleeper,  rest, 

Slumbering  in  sweet  repose, 
A.S  the  breathings  of  thy  breast 

Flutters  of  the  soul  disclose. 
While  the  inspirations  keep 

In  the  poetry  of  life, 
Safe  within  the  arms  of  sleep, 

From  the  burden  and  the  strife. 
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Rest  with  angels  watching  o'er, 

In  the  night-time,  calm  and  still, 
As  life's  richer  blessings  pour, 

Energies  renewed  to  fill. 
May  no  troubled  dreams  disturb, 

Irritating  mind  and  brain, 
Mortal  weaknesses  to  curb 

Into  harmony  again. 

Rest,  loved  sleeper,  rest  in  peace, 

Unseen  hand  upon  thy  brow, 
Every  breath  thy  strength  increase, 

Life  infusing  even  now, 
Till  in  early  waking  dawn 

Heart  and  mind,  renewed,  awake, 
And  the  soul  in  early  morn 

Shall,  refreshed,  its  duties  take. 


THE  GREAT  LIFE  SECRET. 

Life  without  the  Source  of  Life 

Is  but  an  empty  dream. 
Death  in  its  destructive  strife 

Makes  things  not  what  they  seem. 
Darkness  mingles-  with  the  light, 

As  centra-currents  glow; 
Struggle  of  the  day  and  night, 

The  tides  in  ebb  and  flow. 

Good  and  evil  run  apace, 

To  battle  for  the  prize, 
Each  one  earnest  in  the  race, 

Till  love  or  hatred  dies. 
Smiles,  as  zephyrs  passing  o'er, 

Give  happiness  and  peace, 
But  transgressions,  evermore 

The  moral  life-waves  cease. 
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What  is  this  mortality, 

Commingling  hope  and  fear? 
Restless  is  the  human  sea, 

Abiding  far  and  near. 
Tis  the  rising  living  Sun 

That  shines  the  light  of  day — 
Life  in  death  by  mercy  won, 

To  sweep  all  death  away. 


THE   SPRINGTIME   OF   YOUTH. 

Restless  as  a  little  child, 
Gushing  -spirits,  frolic,  fun, 

Full  of  life  and  freedom  wild, 
For  life's  journey  just  begun — 

As  the  mountain  goat  untamed, 
As,  the  lambs  for  gambols  famed. 

All  its  being  planned  to  be 
Uttermost  expansive  growth, 

In  a  full  activity, 

Alien  to  crippling  sloth; 

Mortal  forces  everywhere, 

Life  and  death  are  struggling  there. 

All  its  trills  in  concert  play, 

To  g,ustain  the  living  soul, 
Training  forward  day  by  day, 

Every  part  to  perfect  whole: 
As  the  principles  evolve 

Human  mystery  to  solve. 

Parents,  train  each  little  child, 
In  exuberance,  joyous,  free, 

Humble,  loving,  meek  and  mild, 
Citizens  of  worth  to  be; 

In  the  Christ  Child  perfect  soul, 
As  a  unit  of  the  whole. 
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THE  DRY  STORM. 

As,  booming  artillery,  the  rumbling  roar 
Reverberates  the  distant  thunder  more  and  more. 
Oppressive,  feels  the  atmosphere  of  heated  air, 
As  if  forgetful  of  its  pledge  of  human  care. 
The  languid  sigh,  the  heavy  respirating  breath, 
In  mystic  warning  typifies  approaching  death; 
The  solitary  clouds,  as  mountain  shadows  cas,t, 
Are  forces  to  the  angry  contest  marching  past, 
While  vivid  lightning's  flash  across  the  firmament: 
Electric  energies,  in  swift  explosions  spent, 
As  Nature  staggers  in  an  overwhelming  fear, 
Too  paralysed  to  drop  a  solitary  tear; 
The  fountains  of  the  firmament  forget  to  play, 
Or,  in  the  rising  of  the  winds,  are  swept  away, 
Till  in  the  whirlwind  pressure  caught,  the  torrents 

run, 
And  in  the  ordered  battlefield  the  rain  is  won. 


THE  SNOWDROPS   IN  THE  SNOW. 

The  pretty  snowdrops  in  a  Cornish"  glade, 

In  pure  white  drifting  snow  as  gems  were  laid. 

The  tiny  alabaster  cups,  so  fair 

By  pearly  whiteness  softened  everywhere. 

The  faintest  tint  of  pale  ambrosial  green 

Divined    the     cups     through    crystalled    dewdrops 

seen; 

The  trembling  blossoms  held  each  quivering  head 
To  guard  it  in  its  cold  and  frosty  bed; 
As  sun  touched  zephyrs  did  each  floret  fill, 
Contentment,  peace,  and  happiness  to  will, 
The  flowers  nestling  by  that  little  stream 
Were  sparkling  gems  of  life,  and  not  a  dream. 
As  every  breath  of  air  the  life  flood  swells, 
Vibrating  graces  wafted  from  the  bells 
Their  silent  ringings,  heralded  to  wing 
The  sleep  of  winter  and  the  breath  of  spring. 
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A   SEASHORE   STORY. 

Scrambling  over  the  rocks 
As  the  waves-  come  dancing  in, 
Jumping  from  pool  to  pool, 
New  triumphs  and  gems  to  win. 
The  glories  of  the  sea, 
Exhaustless,  full  and  free. 

Breathing  the  balmy  air, 

And  watching  the  ripples  roll, 

The  inspirations  give 

New  life  to  the  thirsty  soul: 

As  choruses  of  joy 

Their  harmonies  employ. 

Watching  the  sunbeams  play, 
And  the  seabirds  on  the  wing, 
Noting  the  peace  and  calm, 
The  heart  commences  to  sing 
The  grandeur  of  the  sea, 
The  ocean's  minstrelsy. 


THE     GRANDCHESTER     RANGES,     QUEENSLAND, 
AUSTRALIA. 

flow  weird  the  lights  and  shadows  play 

Upon  the  rolling  veldt, 
The  cloud  rifts,  passing  on  their  way, 

By  form  and  influence  felt, 
Reflect  as  paintings,  on  the  screen 

Of   ever-changing   landscape    scene. 

Synclinal  curves  of  woodland  range 

In  thousand  tints  of  green, 
Responsive  to  each  subtle  change 

Of  variegated  sheen, 
Combine  in  tints  of  every  hue 

The  picture  of  a  perfect  view. 
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The  winds  as  gentle  zephyrs  blow 

The  music  of  the  trees, 
While  million  leaves  in  verdure  gtow 

To  the  refreshing  breeze, 
As  oft  repeating,  softer  sigh, 

In  languor  trembles  forth  to  die. 

But  list,  the  sky  is  clouding  o'er, 

As  rifting  mist-clouds  meet, 
The  blue  is  circling  more  and  more 

Till  distant  islands  greet 
A  clouded  sky  of  shifting  form, 

The  fringing  circuit  of  the  storm. 

In  gusts  the  colder  currents  blew 

Their  blessings  in  disguise, 
As  gentle  rains  their  circuits  drew 

The  mists  across  the  skies, 
Until  a  glorious  rainbow  shone 

The  storm  waves  past,  the  cloud-mists  gone. 


WHAT    IS    MAN? 

What  is  Man?      A    breath,  an  atom,  an  electron? 

Nay! 

But  a  temple  built  and  moulded  for  eternal  day; 
Reaching  unto  heaven,  guerdoning  the  earth, 
Utmost  weakness,  vastest  strength  of  human  birth. 

What  is  Man?     The  central  object  of  eternal  love, 
When  Divine  compassion  human  helplessness    did 

move. 

Mutilated,  tempted  man  in  weakness  fell, 
As  the  devil  subtly  dragged  his  soul  to  hell. 

What  is  Man?     The  Great  Creator,  in  His  holy  way, 
Took  our  human  burden,  tabernacled  in  our  clay, 
Sharing  in  His  righteousness  our  lost  estate, 
Resurrection  unto  life  from  dying  fate. 
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Wonderful    Redemption,    righteousness    and   peace 

embrace: 

Justice  satisfied  gives  forth  the  probity  and  grace, 
Love  resistless,  girt  with  truth,  as  mercy  leaps, 
And  across  the  world  the  rushing  ocean  sweeps. 

What    is    Man?     To    heaven's    highest    heights    in 

thought  ascend, 

Bid  the  shining  hosts  their  living  testimonies  lend; 
See  the  Man  Divine,  the  Solar  Radiancy, 
Shine  the  Paradise  of  Love,  the  Glassy  Sea. 

Look  upon  His  diadem,  the  bright  crowns  that  adorn, 
Shine  in  human  span  the  brilliancy  of  waking  morn; 
Million  millions-  in  His  Being  prostrate  fall, 
Lost  in  wonder  and  amazement,  one  and  all. 


THE  IDOLS  HE  SHALL  UTTERLY  ABOLISH. 

The  gods  of  the  heathen  are  liars, 
Corrupting  creations  of  death; 

The  smoke  of  the  funeral  pyres, 
The  pantings  of  quivering  breath, 

Consuming  the  life-given  fires 
To  terrible  orgies  of  death. 

Their  blasphemies  demonly  vile 

Are  vanities  risfng  from  hell, 
Creations  of  wrath  to  defile, 

In  Hades  for  ever  to  dwell, 
Salvation  to  dim  and  beguile 

The  soul  lost  in  the  judgment  knell. 

The  Sun  is  ascending  on  high, 

To  blazen  the  darkness  away; 
The  light-stream  pervading  the  sky 

Proclaimeth  the  incoming  day. 
All  evil  shall  utterly  die, 

And  the  idols  wither  away. 
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LIFE'S    OCEAN. 

Upon  the  sea  of  moral  life 
The  human  fleet  is  sailing, 

Each  captain  owner  of  his  craft, 
Its  weaknesses  bewailing; 

In  survey  of  the  winds  and  waves 
Advantages  availing. 

The  storms  and  hurricanes  are  wild, 
The  currents  in  commotion, 

The  enemies,  in  subtle  skill 
Are  poisoning  life's  potion, 

To  render  sailing  dangerous 
Upon  this  restless  ocean. 

The  sailor  hands  are  helpless,  weak, 

And  timid  and  repining, 
To  steer  the  ship  are  powerless, 

But  on  their  Lord  reclining, 
Receive  in  grace  the  force  and  light, 

In  saving  mercy  shining. 

The  Lords  of  Hosts  my  Captain  is, 

My  soul  of  acclamation: 
This  is  the  secret  of  my  days, 

The  song  of  my  salvation. 
Then  let  us  join  our  hands  and  sing 

His  royal  adoration. 


THE    GREAT    ALTAR. 

To  the  Altar  bring  your  burdens,  sorrows,  cares, 

In  the  agony  of  passion  Jesus  shares, 

In  the  guilt  of  condemnation, 

Bring  your  death  and  grief  and  pain, 

As  He  offers  His  Salvation 

Life  in  death  begins  to  reign. 
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To  the  Altar  of  the  Bleeding  Sacrifice 
Bring  your  off'ring,  as  the  fallen  Adam  dies; 
Love  amazing,  ocean  boundless, 
Glorious  fulness,  rich  and  free, 
Life,  the  firmament  of  Heaven, 
In  Christ's  mercy  saveth  me. 

On  the  Altar  offer  incense;  praise,  and  prayer, 

Every  moment  s,eek  the  cleansing  breathing  there, 

As  Christ's  breath  the  volume  giveth 

To  supply  the  living  soul, 

In  each  child  the  Saviour  liveth 

To  create  a  perfect  whole. 

To  the  Altar,  in  His  all-amazing  grace, 

As  the  rising  sunbeams  picture  God's  own  face, 

Million  souls  upon  that  Altar 

Sacrifice  to  God  he  gives, 

In  triumphant  resurrection, 

Each  in  Christ  immortal  lives. 


THE     1908     FLOOD. 

The  grass  had  drank  the  early  showers, 

The  sunshine  in  between; 
While  trees  and  shrubs  in  Nature's  bowers 

Put  on  a  brighter  green. 
But  soon  the  blossoms,  turning  sick, 

Their  short-lived  beauty  faded  quick. 

The  pretty  rosebuds  hastened  to, 

With  blushes  fresh  and  gay, 
Drink  in  the  mist-descending  dew, 

Unfolding  their  display; 
But  all  their  virgin  petals  splashed, 

The  bloom  itself  in  shame  abashed. 
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The  heaven  opened  as  it  rained, 
And  copious  torrents  poured; 

The  elements  fresh  fury  gained, 
The  winds,  to  tempest  roared; 

Ten  inches  fell  in  one  short  night 
Of  floods  to  hail  the  morning  light. 

The  sky  was  dark,  for  misty  grey 

Redimmed  the  waking  dawn; 
The  sheets  of  rain  in  battle  fray 

Obscured  the  landscape  morn; 
[Vehemently,  in  sudden  squalls, 

In  windy  gusts  the  deluge  falls. 

The  tributary  rivers,  rose, 

And  running  bankers  high, 
The  little  streams  their  strength  disclose, 

In  hurry  rushing  by; 
The  earth  was  caught  in  billowy  sweep, 

And  all  creation  stopped  to  weep. 

Small  pools  were  gathered  here  and  there, 

Depressions  Nature  makes; 
Amid  the  lowlands  everywhere 

Were  newly-contoured  lakes- — 
In  quaint  configuration  spread, 

Man's  glory  for  a  moment  fled. 

The  populace,  'twixt  hope  and  fear, 

Were  hurrying  along, 
To  idly  gaze  or  drop  a  tear, 

Or  valiantly  strong 
Assist  low-liers  in  distress 

To  higher  ground — to  live  and  bless 

The  mighty  river,  high  in  flood, 

Rolled  onward  to  the  sea, 
Until  its  banks  as-  bulwarks  stood, 

As  were  ordained  to  be, 
Sufficient  drainage  for  the  land, 

Of  old  for  human  service  planned. 
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LANDSCAPE    SCENERY. 

How  beautifully  the  hills  conform, 

The  vales  that  lie  between, 
To  picture  to  the  waking  dawn 

A  pretty  landscape  scene. 
They  catch  the  raindrops  as  they  fall, 

Distil  the  morning  dew, 
And  give  to  drink  to  one  and  all 
Thirst-quenching  streams  anew. 

A  winding  river  at  their  feet, 

A  sluggish  narrow  stream, 
Between  the  banks  where  branches  meet, 

Meanders  as  a  dream; 
Where  lazily  the  wily  trout 

Secure  the  careless  fly, 
And  swimming  in  and  round  about 

As  fairies  stealing  by. 

The  graceful  ferns  adorn  the  ledge, 

Where  ivy  intertwines, 
And  nestling  birds  may  safely  fledge 

Among  the  sweet  woodbines; 
The  lovely  flowers  profusely  grow, 

In  beauty  wild  and  free, 
As  rivulet  in  ceaseless  flow 

Speaks  peace  and  pleasantry. 


PRAYER  FOR  WISDOM. 

Give  me  wisdom,  understanding, 
Greater  knowledge  of  Thy  Lore, 

All  my  mind  and  will  commanding 
In  Thine  Own  appointment,  or 

Utterly  I  am  consumed, 

In  corrupting  folly  doomed. 
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Saviour,  in  Thy  Holy  Mountain, 
Wisdom  is  revealed  for  me. 

Son  of  God,  the  Holy  Fountain, 
Life  to  our  Humanity; 

Son  of  God  and  Son  of  Man, 
Life  Divine  for  human  span. 

Give  me  wisdom;  I  am  seeking 
In  Thy  firmament  of  grace, 

As  the  Holy  Spirit,  speaking, 
Galleth  me  to  see  Thy  face 

In  an  atmosphere  of  light, 
Gracious,  holy  infinite. 

Give  me  wisdom  or  I  perish; 

Fill  my  soul  with  fervid  love, 
In  Thy  infinite  compassion 

Rising  to  the  courts  above, 
As  I  breathe  the  breath  divine, 

All  my  being  to  refine. 


A  LIFE  STUDY. 

Is  life  a  dream  that  pass^th  by 
To  die, 

A  zephyr  flown. 

Within  its  pleasantries  I  love  to  dwell; 
Its  ecstasies  I  know,  but  cannot  tell 

How  known. 

The  rising  sun  streams  forth  his  light, 
A  flight 

Of  dazzling  blue — 
Ten  million  million  prism'd  rays, 
A  firmament  to  beam  the  sunshine  blaze 

Anew. 
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The  mighty  forces  of  the  sun 
Are  won, 

Distilled  as  dew, 

To  quiver  forth  in  light  evolving  life, 
To  conquest  of  the  death  in  mortal  strife 

For  you. 

This  life  is  not  a  fairy  dream, 
JA  theme, 

A  mirage  cast; 

But  'tis  in  grace  the  breath  of  Deity, 
To  mortals  lent,  and  then  eternally 

To  last. 


A  LOVE  STUDY. 

The  atmosphere  of  heaven  above 
Is  love — 

The  joy  distils; 

It  shines  the  brilliance  of  the  glassy  sea, 
The  Sunshine  of  the  Lamb,  the  Deity 

That  fills. 

The  verdure  blooms  exceeding  bright, 
The  light, 

Unceasing  flow, 

Inspiring  all  the  saints  with  ecseasy, 
Attuning  angels  into  rhapsody 

Of  glow. 

It  radiates  the  realms; 
The  grace 

To  all  extends. 

Through  universe  expanding  radiants  swell, 
Till  evil  learns  its  dying  funeral  knell 

And  ends. 

Immortal  thrill  inspires  the  song, 
Each  tongue 

The  music  sings; 
Its  unction  lightens  up  eternity. 
An  always  present  living  joy  to  be, 

It  rings. 
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THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 

Thy  will  be  done:  my  will  is  weak 

And  sinful  and  beguiled, 
And  when  my  righteousness  I  seek, 

I  am  the  more  defiled. 

Thy  will  be  done:  my  judgment  fails, 
My  knowledge  is  so  small; 

Amid  the  depths  my  spirit  quails, 
The  hurricanes  appal. 

Thy  will  be  done:  I  cannot  save 
Myself  from  wreckage  now; 

Engulfed  within  the  billowy  wave, 
To  Thy  command  I  bow. 

Thy  will  be  done:  I  cannot  love, 

Death's  enmity  I  know; 
Constrain  my  heart  in  love  to  move 

In  love's  obedient  flow. 

Thy  will  be  done:  my  will  is  lost 
In  sins  and  doubts  and  fears; 

I  know  the  law,  forget  the  cost 
In  laughter,  sighs,  and  tears. 

Thy  will  be  done:  Oh,  Lamb  of  God, 
My  High  Priest  and  my  King, 

Thou  art  alone  atoning  Lord, 
My  soul  Thy  strength  shall  sing. 

Thy  will  be  done:  I  ask  for  life 
In  Thine  own  life  renewed, 

The  grace  to  conquer  in  the  strife, 
My  will  in  Thine  subdued. 

Thy  will  be  done:  'tis  Thine  to  make 
Thy  Sun  my  light  to  shine, 

My  spirit,  heart,  and  soul  to  take, 
And  make  Thy  child  divine. 
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THE  SABBATH  BELLS. 

Hark!  the  Sabbath  bells  are  ringing, 

Giving  forth  their  sweetest  chimes, 
As  the  worshippers,  are  bringing 

Praise,  and  prayer,  and  holy  rhymes. 
From  the  world  a  moment  stealing, 

Bring  along  your  griefs  and  fears, 
And  in  lowly  homage  kneeling, 

Pray  to  Him  who  knows  your  tears. 

Chorus: 

Heaven's  bells  are  sweetly  ringing, 
Heaven's  choruses  are  singing, 
"Peace  on  Earth,  goodwill  to  men: 
God  receives  His  sons  again."         » 

Harmonies  from  Earth  are  rising 

From  the  humble  contrite  heart, 
All  true  worshippers  apprising 

Till  their  sinload  all  depart. 
Thousands  bowed  in  silent  weeping, 

In  the  tremors  of  the  will, 
Suddenly  aroused  from  sleeping, 

Start  life's  mission  to  fulfil. 

Chorus. 

Hark!  the  Sabbath  chimes  are  pealing 

Harmonies,  of  peace  and  love, 
As  the  soul's  ecstatic  feeling 

Breathes  the  breath  of  heaven  above. 
Worshippers  the  Earth  is  filling 

With  the  love  of  Christ  for  men, 
Peace  on  Earth  and  joy  distilling 

Happiness  in  God  again. 

Chorus. 
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THE  SECRET  OF  TIME. 

Each  moment  passes  swiftly  by, 

Till  Time  shall  be  no  more — 
The  second  death  when  Time  shall  die 

On  the  eternal  shore. 
The  energies  of  Nature  all, 

That  through  the  death  throes  pass, 
Obedient  are  to  God's  own  call, 

A  mausoleum  mass. 


O'er  all  creation  darkness  fell, 

As  moral  evil  rose; 
Until  collected  into  hell, 

The  darknesses  disclose. 
The  Altar  and  the  Sacrifice 

The  ministries  of  God  rehearse; 
The  Paschal  Lamb  in  offering  dies, 

To  cleanse  His  universe. 


His  is  the  everlasting  death, 

Throughout  the  ages  slain — 
The  life-reviving  Victor's-  breath 

That  flows  the  stream  again. 
He  dies  and  lives  that  all  may  live 

Who  have  His  pardon  won, 
For  God  has  purposed  thus  to  give 

The  life-gift  through  His  Son. 


He  cleansed  the  palace  of  His  Throne 

When  Time  at  first  began, 
For  Time  was  perioded  His  Own, 

The  universe  to  span. 
Redemption's  work  is  going  on — 

The  purifying  fires — 
Until  the  evil  all  has  gone, 

And  then  the  death  expires. 


305 

'Tis  not  annihilation,  this 

Corruption  of  decay; 
Nor  can  one  jot  of  justice  miss 

Till  death  has  had  its  sway. 
Embodiments  of  evil  span 

Corrupt  disruptions  know — 
The  fallen  angels  and  the  Man 

Must  reap  the  seeds  they  sow. 

Their  energies  become  inert, 

The  ever-dying  soul, 
Until,  in  fulness  of  desert, 

The  ages  cease  to  roll. 
The  final  scene,  the  nether  hell, 

Where  wicked  cease  to  be; 
The  new  creation — who  can  tell? 

God's  immortality. 

The  heavens  new  without  a  shade, 

The  living  glassy  sea, 
The  Earth  where  life  shall  never  fade, 

But  aa  God's  heaven  be. 
Eternall)    God's  Sun  shall  shine, 

In  graioe  His  Presence  glows, 
The  universe  is  made  divine, 

And  ah  His  fulness  knows. 


RELIGION. 

Religion  is  life  in  freshness  of  bloom, 
The  incense  ascending  a  sweet  perfume; 
Its  secrets  distilling  the  morning  dew, 
Its  firmament  God's  celestial  blue. 
The  spirit  of  man  with  the  soul  to  fill, 
To  know  and  to  do  the  Father's  will, 
Receiving  in  Jesus  the  vital  breath 
That  vanquishes  sin  and  overcomes  death. 
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Religion  is  light  in  the  sunshine  power, 
Which  waketh  the  dawn  in  the  morning  hour; 
Ascending  the  zenith  with  midday  sun, 
The  fulness  of  joy  and  happiness  won; 
That  gives  to  the  character  strength  and  grace, 
And  prepareth  the  saint  to  see  God's  face — 
A  star  reflecting  God's  glory  to  shine, 
Transforming  the  creature,  holy,  divine. 

Religion  is  love  in  an  unctioned  flow, 
The  fulness  of  fervour  in  sunshine  glow; 
The  gladness  of  heaven  inspiring  the  soul, 
To  passion  the  morals  a  perfect  whole; 
A  bondage  that  holdeth  its  servants  free; 
A  heaven  of  joy  and  of  liberty, 
Eternally  rising  in  grace  to  unfold 
The  pleasures  too  vast  to  ever  be  told. 


THE  NEED  OF  AN  ATONEMENT. 

The  Deity  could  never  pardon  sin 

Until  transgression  fully  were  atoned. 

The  penalty  in  Moral  Law  is  death, 
Heredity  in  moral  evil  owned. 

The  creature  dead  in  death  could  never  live, 

For  only  God  the  life  again  could  give. 

Who  can  conceive  the  awful  wrath  Divine — 
God's  moral  grief  of  agony  and  pain? 

The  universe  commensurate  could  ne'er 
Like  agony  and  suffering  attain. 

The  Majesty  revealed  in  heaven  above, 

The  holiness  of  justice  and  of  love. 

Could  creature  strength  eternally  endure, 
In  vain  would  be  the  rising  sacrifice. 

Corruption  more  corrupt  in  efforts  made, 
Until  in  nether  hell  corruption  dies. 

Dissolved  in  primal  energies  unknown, 

The  potter's  clay  to  services  re-thrown. 
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None  only  God  could  full  oblation  make, 
The  Father  on  His  Son  His  phials  pour. 

The  Son  those  phials  into  mercy  melt, 

As  righteous  death  claims  life  for  evermore. 

In  God  the  Son's  atoning  death  I  stay, 

To  rise  through  death  to  life's  immortal  day. 


GOD'S  GIFT  OF  LOVE. 

The  Giver  of  Love  is  the  Master; 

His  ocean  rich  and  free 
He  giveth,  a  volume  the  vaster, 

To  span  eternity, 

To  encompass  Thee  and  me. 

His.  love  as  the  sunshine  is  blazing, 

A  firmament  of  light, 
The  Sun  of  the  Deity  raising, 

Effulgence  infinite, 

Resplendent,  holy  and  bright. 

The  love  and  the  light  are  increasing 

To  focus  wells  of -life, 
Unstinted,  abounding,  unceasing, 

To  vanquish  death  in  strife, 

And  unto  immortal  life. 

The  clouds  that  would  darken  are  breaking 
The  morning  of  the  day, 

The  light-beams  are  watchfully  seeking, 
The  night  passeth  away, 
As  the  millions  praise  and  pray. 

The  kingdom  of  heaven  is  spreading, 

To  vitalise  the  Earth, 
To  prepare  for  the  golden  wedding, 

A  church  of  highest  worth, 

The  bride  of  eternal  birth. 


ERRATA. 

Page  126,  line  5 — "I  fret." 

Page  163,  2nd  verse,  line  4 — "And." 

Page   201,   4th  verse,   2nd  line — "Shall" 

instead  of  "small." 
Page   261 — Line  6   omitted:  "The  richer 

tango  colours  bring." 

Page  281,  last  line  but  one — For  "glow" 

read  "g,row." 
Page  301 — For  "ecseasy"  read  "ecstasy.." 
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